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HAT was the greatest wea- 
pon in Valentine Michael 
Smith’s arsenal...a secret 
that made him irresistible to 
women but a bitterly hated 
enemy to the establishment. 
And all he wanted to do was 
reform an immoral, troubled 
world by bringing it peace 
and tranquility. Some reform! 
Some revolution! But that’s 
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637. The Left Hand 
of Darkness, by 
Ursula LeGuin. 


& 
2D 


279. Science Fiction 


621. Three for To- 
Hall of Fame, I. 


morrow. Novellas 

by Silverberg, Zer- 

lazny, Blish, Fore- 
word by Arthur C. 
Clarke. Pub. ed. 
5.95 


26 ‘“‘winners,”’ cho- 
sen by Sci-Fi Writ- 
ers of America. Ed. 
Robert Silverberg. 
Pub. ed. $7. fat 


ie a 
roy 


Strange, new world 
of ambisexual crea- 
tures. Pub.ed. $4.95 


The Science Fiction Book Club invites you to take 


SCIENCE FICTION 
BOOKS 


Note: Book Club editions are sometimes reduced in size, but they are all full- 
length, hard-cover books you will be proud to add to your permanent library. 


638. Nightfall and 
Other Stories, by 
Isaac Asimov. 20 of 
the master’s best. 
Pub. ed. $5.95 


604. To Live Again, 
by Robert Silver- 
berg. In an age of 


transplants, two 
men battle for an- 
other’s mind — and 


soul. Pub. ed. $4.95 


623. 2001: A Space 
Odyssey by Arthur 
Clarke. 5 men and 
computer trigger 
cosmic “booby 
trap”. Pub. ed. $4.95 


633. Satan’s World, 
by Poul Anderson. 
Civilization built 
on ‘vice culture’”’ 
threatened by revo- 
lution. Pub. ed. 


622. The Founda- 
tion Trilogy, by 
Isaac Asimov. The 
ends of the galaxy 
revert to barbarism. 
Pub. ed. $10.50 


619.1 Sing the Body 
Ekcetric! by Ray 
Bradbury. 18 new 
pieces—Bradbury’s 
first collection in 
five years. Pub. ed. 
$6.95 


why Robert Heinlein’s best- 
selling classic STRANGER IN 
A STRANGE LAND is fast be- 
coming the number one un- 
derground novel on virtually 
every college campus in the 
country. Now take it, if you 
wish, as one of your 3 intro- 
ductory books for only $1 
with trial membership. Send 
no money—mail coupon today! 


when you Join 
the Science Fiction 
Book Club and 
agree to accept 
only four books 
during the 
coming year. 


*] 


606. The Beast That 
Shouted Love at the 
Heart of the World, 
by Harlan Ellison. 
15 tales—including 
Hugo & Nebula 
Award Winners. 


Out-of-This-World Entertainment 


You are invited to explore the breath- 
taking world of Science Fiction now, un- 
der this amazing trial offer. Take any 3 
volumes on this page (worth up to 
$23.40 in original publishers’ editions) 
for only $1 with trial membership. 
Here’s how the club works: each 
month newclub selections are described 
to you in advance. Choose from the works 
of fiction—and fact—by such acclaimed 
authors as Ray Bradbury, Clifford Simak, 
Isaac Asimov, Arthur Clark, Robert 
Heinlein and others. All volumes are 
full-length, hard-bound — and uncut. 
Though they sell for $3.95, $4.95 or 
more in original publisher's editions, 
club members pay only $1.49 plus a 
modest charge for shippingand handling. 
(You may choose an optional extra-value 
selection at a slightly higher price.) 
Your sole obligation is to accept as few 
as four books during the coming year. 
Cancel any time thereafter. Science Fic- 
tion Book Club, Garden City, N.Y.11530. 


642. Stand on Zan- 
zibar, by John 
Brunner. Extrapo- 
lates today’s soci- 
ety into 21st Cen- 
tury. 600 pages. 
Pub. ed. $6.95 


618. Dangerous Vi- 
sions. Anthology of 
33 original stories 
never before in 
print by Sturgeon, 
Anderson, others. 
Pub. ed. $6.95 


| Occasional extra-value selections are priced 


615. Stranger 


Pub. ed. $6.95 


to new members — 
if you act now SS ve 


two all-time classics of 
science fiction in one volume. 


War of the Worlds. Orson 
Welles based his famous 
1938 radio broadcast on 
this story—and threw the 
entire Eastern Coast of the 
U.S. into panic. The Time 
Machine. The Time Traveler invents a 
machine to carry him back and forth 
through eternity ... middle ages. . 

prehistoric times ... the future. But what 
if the machine breaks down? 


in a Strange Land. 
Robert A. Heinlein. 


SCIENCE FICTION BOOK CLUB } 


Dept. 06-PVX, Garden City, N.Y. 11530 

Please accept my application for member- 
ship and rush the 3 books whose numbers 
1 have printed below. Bill me $1.00 plus a 
modest shipping and handling charge for 
all three. Each month send me the Club’s 
free bulletin, Things to Come, which de- 
scribes coming selections. If I do not wish 
to receive the monthly selection or prefer 
an alternate, I simply give instructions on 
the form provided. For each book I accept, 
I pay $1.49, plus shipping and handling. 


slightly higher. I need take only 4 books in 
the coming year and may resign any time 
thereafter. 

NO-RISK GUARANTEE: If not delighted 
with my introductory package, I may return 
it in 10 days and membership will be can- 
celed. I will owe nothing. 


ee | eas 


Print 
Name 


Address 
City 


State , 5 


If under 18 parent must sign here. 17-S82 
Members accepted in U.S.A. and Canada only. 


FLAMING DUCK 


Grand Marnier 


Select a large Long Island 
duckling to serve 4 people. 
Salt and pepper, and place 
one-half an orange and a sprig 
of parsley in the cavity. 


Roast in 
325 degree 
oven for 
2 hours, 
Baste with 
the pan 
juices 
during the 
cooking. 


Place under a medium flame for 
the last 15 to 20 minutes to get 
a good brown crust. 
Put the cooked 
duck on a hot 
platter; garnish 
with orange 
sections. a 
Heat 2 cup 
of Grand 
Marnier slightly, 
pour over duck 


just as you 
bring it to 
the table. 


For delightful cocktail and gour- 

met recipes, write for our free 
booklet. The complete home 
entertainment cook book, 
The Spirit of Grand Cuisine 
by Saul Krieg, published by 
Macmillan, now at your 
bookstore. 


PRODUCT OF FRANCE / MADE WITH FINE COGNAC 


BRANDY / 80 PROOF / CARILLON IMPORTERS, LTD. 
DEPT, PE-6 730 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK, N.Y, 10019 
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The Zodiac SST. 
It winds itself, tells the day and date, 

takes bumps, raps, splashes and still won't 
gain or lose more than one minute 


* 
a month: 
Guaranteed. 13737235 SST {sett secene 


built with the most advanced movement produced in Switzerland 
today. 


You can actually hear the difference between the SST and ordinary 
watches. SST’s tick faster. 36,000 times an hour to be exact. So 
it's more accurate. More resistant to bumps and stuff that throw 
ordinary watches off. We guarantee it. 


It does all this and still looks striking on your wrist. Shown here 
Model 1798 with 18k gold electroplate case and stainless steel 
back. SST's are available in a wide variety of styles and priced at 


$110. Zodiac. 1212 Avenue g 
of the Americas, NYC, 10036 O i 
“Adjustment to this tolerance, if necessary, will be made at no cost for a period ot one year. 


GETTING INTO SOMEBODY'S HAIR 


Our reason for devoting this space to the one or two old 
battle hymns that follow is that the April ‘70 issue of 
Penthouse was banned in several areas of the United States 
and Canada for displaying nudes with. pubic hair. The 
banning of magazines, like the banning of books, is serious 
business. To the publisher it is a frustrating, expensive and 
often crippling experience. To the public it is an insult of 
unparalleled magnitude. In our case—for reasons peculiar 
to the present development of Penthouse in the United 
States—it was a refreshing, if not healthy, sign. It proves, 
simply, that there are still battles to be won and therefore 
new territories to be annexed. 

It is not difficult to understand that, to some folk at least, 
happiness always was and still is a well-shaven pubis. All 
hair (or the lack of it), it appears, has a venerable tradition 
of moral, social and religious controversy. For millenia it 
has passed as an instant barometer for measuring the sexual 
prowess of the male. It has been styled and worn to portray 
good, evil, authority, subservience, piety, wisdom, dissension 
and shame. It has been cut, shaped, softened, stiffened, 
straightened, curled, kinked, colored. shaved. transplanted. 
woven and even legislated. It is the most obvious, telling 
and influential single attribute—cosmetic or otherwise— 
that we all have in common. Hair is important—politically, 
socially and morally. 

That hair can promote the anger of whole communities 
is not so surprising when you consider the first-ever public 
reaction to the hippies. Pubic hair, on the other hand, has 
no overt socio-political significance. but it does have a 
-moral and legal one. In the geophysics of the human flesh- 
scape, pubic hair represents a Circean forest of ‘forbidden 
delights”. The connotation is a classical one and, as a 
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result, the moral implications have had a long time to calcify. 

The banning of Penthouse merely serves to throw fresh 
light on an old problem. The forest of forbidden delights is 
still largely forbidden and no amount. of Supreme Court 
rulings, however liberal and authoritative, will change it. 

There was a moment in the dim, pre-permissive past when 
pubic hair in photography became the single, rule-of-thumb 
dividing line between art and pornography. A nude that had 
been shaven or retouched qualified as art while one that 
displayed a natural growth of pubic hair was obscene. This 
presupposed that art had something to do with the sebaceous 
glands and that any factua/ representation of the human body 
—as God had made it (presumably in His own image)—was 
obscene. 

We were very young in those days and had neither the 
maturity of mind nor the subtlety of intellect to grasp the 
- difference. If God made it that way, we reasoned In our 
innocence, what manner of earthly authority could say that 
it was likely to ““deprave and corrupt’ ? As far as we could 
see, the only things likely to corrupt are money and power, 
and God didn't make either one of them. He didn’t create 
. the morality by which such judgements are made either, but 
he did create the need for it. He created man and that, of 
course, created need enough. 

Hair apart, the point we are trying to make is that there is no 
divine law in the moral continuum. Morality is man-made; 
itis a defensive para-communal gesture created to protect us 
from ourselves as well as each other. It is a statement, not 
of the joy of our divine inspiration but of our fear of the 
dark underside of our own unfathomable nature. In short, 
morality is not the work of a positivist deity, but the creation 
of a fearful, negative and imperfect reproduction.—B.G. 
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McCOURT 


POLLACK 


GREEN 


Leading writers whose work 
appears in Penthouse for the first 
time in this issue are Morton 
Hunt, Herbert Gold, Jack Harrison 
Pollack and, from the U.K., Benny 
Green. The absorbing contribution 
by Morton Hunt, ‘Adultery 
Games”, is another of his scrutinies 
of marital infidelity, a topic also 
explored in his fast-selling The 
Affair (World Publishing). Hunt, 
who is 50, married, and lives in 
New York City, is a onetime fellow 
of the University of Pennsylvania 
who has specialized in writing on 
human behavior for more than 20 
years. Our well known fiction 
contributor Herbert Gold has 
received numerous literary awards 
and is the author of eight novels, 
including Fathers, Sa/t, and The 
Man Who Was Not With /t. \|n 
San Francisco, where he lives with 
his wife and child, he has taught 
at the State University. Long 
interested in psychology’s ramifi- 
cations, Jack Harrison Pollack is 
best known for his book on 
Croiset the Clairvoyant, the cele- 
brated Dutch crime investigator 
whom he introduced to the English 
reading public. His articles on 
public issues (such as ‘’Terror by 
telephone”, page 83), have won 
him several awards. Our versatile 


British contributor, Benny Green, 
who discusses the stresses and 
strains of songwriting, is a former 
saxophonist (he played tenor and 
baritone for Stan Kenton during a 
mid-'50s European tour) who has 
established himself both as a TV 
personality in the UK and a leading 
jazz critic. Besides a book on jazz 
The. Reluctant Art (Horizon), he 
has written two novels and 
numerous scripts. Showbiz is also 
the theme of this month's inter- 
view, conducted by Irish persona- 
lity and saloonkeeper, Malachy 
McCourt, 38, whom _ Henry 
Morgan describes as ‘well-known 
for being Well known”. McCourt 
says he and Richard Harris tossed 
a coin before leaving their Irish 
home town, Limerick, to decide 
which one should head _ for 
England and which for America. 
His lively talk, ballads and witti- 
cisms are on a new record from 
Mercury. A final mention must go 
to Bill Perry, conservationist, 
whose forthright proposals for 
combatting pollution appear in 
View from the Top. A Cornell 
biology graduate, he has worked 
for such agencies as the U.S. Fish 
& Wildlife Service, and last fall 
published Our Threatened Wildlife 
(Coward-McCann). 


Here’s the tape club you’ve been waiting for. 
All the labels—all the artists—and no obliga- 
tion to buy a specified amount of tapes. You 
pick and choose. Your discount is always 
333% off the retail price. And what’s more, 
your membership in the Cartridge Tape Club 
of America also brings you a one-year sub- 
scription to the Glass List—the authoritative 
guide on tapes and equipment absolutely 
FREE! This $6.00 value, your % discount on 
all cartridges and cassettes, and the oppor- 
tunity to buy equipment at tremendous sav- 
ings are all included in your $1.00 membership 
fee. Could you ask for anything more? 


YOU BUY WHAT YOU WANT WHEN YOU 
WANT! And you buy as much or as little as 
you want. You can buy one tape or a dozen. 


Or none! No tape is ever sent to you unless 
you specifically request it! 


V3 off on all tapes! All labels! This club never 
obligates you. It also gives you more value 
than any other tape club you can name. In 
fact, we offer tapes from more than 150 differ- 
ent labels, including all the famous names in 
the business. 


And, your ¥3-off privilege becomes effective 
immediately! You can start saving money 
today! And join for just one dollar for one 
year. Period! 


As a club member, you will receive a $6.00 
one-year subscription to the Glass List abso- 
lutely free! The magazine contains the most 
complete tape listings—including all the new 


Now! Join the all label 
Tape Club for only s1 


album releases—in existence today. It also 
features critical reviews of the latest tapes, 
feature stories, and informative tape and 
equipment articles. 


Send your dollar today! If you wish, you can 
save time by ordering some tapes of your 
choice from the numbered pictures and the 
sample list below. Just circle the numbers of 
the tapes in the coupon and add the mem- 
ber’s discount price to your $1.00 member- 
ship fee. After you’ve completed the coupon 
application, enclose it with your check or 
money order, and mail to: 


Cartridge Tape Club of America, Dept. 60J 
47th & Whipple Chicago, Illinois 60632. 


1/3 off on all tapes, all labels! 


THE BEATLES 
HEY JUDE 


are Two Special Bonus Offers! 


ONLY 


$2495 


Retail $39.95 


e Portable. Plays anywhere, anytime. 
¢ Separate volume and tone controls. 
e Plays on batteries or AC adapter. 


Don’t Own A Tape Player? Here 


8-TRACK TAPE CARTRIDGE PLAYER 


BROWN 
AIN'T IT 
FUNKY 


RERE’SAORETTA SINGING 
INGS POR YOUR HORM 


Burt Bacharach 


ARLO GUTHRIE 
ALICE’S RESTAURANT 


ge er a ar tees re arate 2 en ine pt eee mre ne nie era a aad cone heres ora eons | 
i ; L) 8-Track Retail Member’s Cartridge Tape Club of America Dept. 60) i 
Please specify: () Cassette Price Price 47th & Whipple, Chicago, III, 60632 
Circle Numbers $6.98 $4.66 . | 
r 101 CHICAGO Here is my check for: r 
102 LED ZEPPELIN |} * ; 
| 103 TRY A LITTLE KINDNESS—Glen Campbell Trial Membership Fee ..............- $1,00 | 
I 104 WILLIE & POOR BOYS—Creedence Clearwater Plus_____——=s—S—S—Sstatpes @ $4.66 each i 
105 | WANT YOU BACK—Jackson Five () 8-Track Player ($24.95) ......... —es | 
| 106 CAPTURED LIVE AT THE FORUM—3 Dog Night Cassette Player ($24.95) nh cae ere j 
r 107. GOLDEN HITS, VOL. 1!1—Dionne Warwick Total j 
ONLY 108° AMERICANIWOMAN=GWeSS WhO. ne UE we tgs Siesmisignse oe 
$ 24 95 a 109 STAND UP—Jethro Tull 
110 SHE EVEN WOKE ME UP—Jerry Lee Lewis 
Retail $39.95 y i11_SANTANA Name i 
112 THIS GIRL’S IN LOVE WITH YOU—Aretha q 
ETT 113 GRAND FUNK RAILROAD Address 
CASS E RECORDER/PLAYER i 114 ENGELBERT HUMPERDINCK | 
¢ Includes remote control microphone. 115 GREATEST HITS, VOL. I!|—Supremes | 
e Snap-on vinyl case with flexible handle. 116 STAND—Sly & The Family Stone City j 
* eae ence ee Ne prevents Pictured Above 117 118 119 120 121 122 123 
SEGISSUIS OLAPSs: j 124 125 126 127 128 129 130 | State Zip i 
SS eS Le Ee eee | 
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in which editors and readers discuss topics arising out of 
Penthouse, its contents. its aspirations, and its areas of 
interest. Letters for publication should carry name and 
address (in capitals, please), though these may be with- 
held by the Editor on request. Send to Penthouse Forum, 
Penthouse International Ltd., 110 East 59th Street, New 
York. N.Y. Correspondents will be asked to confirm 
authorship by signing and returning a verification form. 
Views published are not necessarily endorsed editorially. 


FORUM 


Forbidden fleece 
Full marks to the pictorial test pilots of 
Penthouse for breaking the pube-barrier ! lt was 
high time that a quality men’s magazine stopped 
the hypocritical nonsense of air-brushing 
nature’s plumage away from beautiful girls and 
started showing it like it is. 

| can't speak for other men, but as far as I’m 
concerned, a glimpse of a female’s pubic 
adornment is worth a dozen nipples.— 
M-Sgt. J. B. Willerton, Ft. Leonard Wood, 
Missouri. 


| have read (in Newsweek, | think) that the 
girls in Penthouse were sexier-looking than the 
Playboy variety because Playboy made heavier 
use of the airbrush on their nudes. | agree that 
the Penthouse girls are sexier—but what in the 
hell is an airbrush ?—Aaron Litonski, Ft. Worth, 
Texas. 


Don't ask us—we never use one!—Ed. 


Black Nationalist 
| am a black American Serviceman serving in 
Germany. We get Penthouse here and really 
find it a groove. My purpose for writing is to 
compliment you on your interview with Roy 
Innis (January). 

| don't agree whole-heartedly with every- 
thing he says, but his rap is definitely strong. 
His ideas are the kind that help to bring an 
understanding of solidarity, and his views spur 
the blacks on in their desperate attempt to 
gain the equal opportunities that America has 
to offer. It takes men like Roy Innis to hold us 
together and his leadership ability is what the 
black communities need—SP4 Clae Miller, 
USAE, HQ Centag APO, New York. 


Bristling 
In your November issue you printed an article 
entitled What Whiskers Whisper. First of all | 
would like to say that my moustache resembles 
that which is labelled “Type B’’. After reading 
your article and talking it over with my fiancée 
(whom | have been dating for five years), and 
also several other people whom | have known 
for some time, | must say that | am in complete 
disagreement with what has been said 
throughout most of your article. So also is 
everyone else | have talked to. 

| might also mention that | am 20 years old 
and | am in the United States Air Force, an 
organization of which | am proud to be a part.— 
A Displeased Reader (Gary S. Williams), 
Travis AFB, Calif. 945050. 
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Pet partisans 

Reading your March issue our main attention 
is on the cover girl, Miss Ilse Hasek. She is one 
grand attraction—the best center-fold yet. We 
will give it to you, Penthouse, you surely know 
how to select your women.—SP-4 Jerry A. 
Grimes and SP-4 Jerry R. Sprangle, USA 
Stratcom DCL Sig. Co., Seifridge AFB, Mich. 
48045. a? 


If Miss Ilse Hasek were to appear in the pages 
of Penthouse every month for the next 10 years, 
| could not possibly grow tired of seeing her. 
She is quite simply the most beautiful woman 
ever to grace any magazine anywhere at any 
time. 

Please bring her back for at least one repeat 
performance. She is much too good to pass 
over so lightly—&rich Goode, Dyke Road, 
Setauket, N.Y. 


| would like to express my appreciation and 
admiration for your presentation of Miss Ilse 
Hasek as Penthouse Pet in your March issue. 
| believe she is the most beautiful woman | have 


iN 


\\ 
\ 
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ever seen. The photography was exceptional in 
every respect. 

Do you plan to include her in future issues of 
your magazine ?—Wa/ter A. Regan, Midland 
Street, Uniondale, N.Y. 17553. 


Depends how the voting goes, come Pet of the 
Year time.—Ed. 


| would like to tell you how pleased | am with 
your April issue. The photos of beautiful Miss 
Stephanie McLean were the greatest I’ve seen. 
This girl has true beauty, and her breasts are so 
lovely words cannot do them justice; only a 
camera can capture their beauty as you have 
shown. 

Also let me congratulate you on showing her 
pubic hair. This is the way it should be : natural— 
C. A. Reiser jr, Van Karner Chemical Arms 
Corp., Tara, Milford, Pa. 


| have just recently become acquainted with 
your fine magazine. As a freelance writer- 
photographer | find your publication more than 
just interesting. It is stimulating in both an 
intellectual and a sensual way. 

Your March portfolio by Amnon Bar-Tur of 
Miss Ilse Hasek is what | believe to be a classic 
example of a photographer making love to his 
model through his camera. Along with the likes 
of Wingate Paine and to a certain extent our 
Peter Gowland, Mr Bar-Tur expresses his true 
love and compassion for the female in his 
pictures. A framed copy of page 44 now rests 
on my desk as an example of that for which all 
artists strive—the truth. | have been attempting 
for years in my work to typify the inherent 
duality of woman as both ideal and animal. 
This portfolio has served to inspire me and 
remind me of the fine work being done in this 
area. My hat is off to you and Mr Bar-Tur. 

You have removed woman from the confining 
stereotype and taken a giant stride toward the 
truth. And, after all, isn’t that what it is really 
all about ?—James P. Somich, Santa Catalina 
/sland, Avalon, Calif. 90704. 


Photographer Bar-Tur is a 28-year-old Israeli, 
resident in London since his marriage to an 
English girl 18 months ago. Formerly on the 
staff of the magazine supplement of /srael’s 
leading daily, Hahrtz, he is now a full-time 
Penthouse photographer.—Ed. 


Protest 
After reading an article concerning your 
magazine in Newsweek | decided to sample a 


TheMarkofaMan. 


die ia f pen “ ii 
A Gentleman's Cologne 4 oz. 5,00, 8 oz. 8.00, Spray Cologne 5.00, After Shave Lotion 4 oz. 3.50, 8 oz. 6.00. 


© 1970 Chanel, Inc., 1 West 57th Street, New York 


Garrard: 
SL95B 


Automatic — 
_ Transcription Turntable. 
_ The most advanced 

_ record playing unit 
_ available today 

for component 

_ stereo music systems. 
- $129.50 

_ For literature write 
_ Garrard, Westbury, N.Y. 11590 


British industries Co., a div. of Avnet, Inc. 
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copy. Both Newsweek and yourselves claim 
that your magazine is more ‘real’ than 
Playboy. Your pin-up girls are supposedly les 
fake. 

| tend to disagree with both you and 
Newsweek. | found Penthouse (what a classy 
name) to be just as sickening and fake as 
Playboy. You have the nerve to boast that you 
are so “‘real’’ and claim many times to be so 
liberal. You brag about opening your new 
“posh” Penthouse club when people are 
starving throughout the world. But then you 
couldn't possibly spend any of your precious 
money on feeding people such as Indians, 
Blacks, and poor Whites, since they just aren't 
up to your “posh” standards. 

And then if that wasn’t enough your magazine 
contains a totally ignorant article condemning 
the hippies (7he Fox, the Badger, and the 
Hippies by Rory Harrity—March). These people 
are so much more real than you could ever hope 
to be. In the story just mentioned, the hippies 
were termed ‘dogs’. | also have my own 
rhetoric in which you would be termed a pig, 
you and the rest of the materialist machines 
that support you.—Gary C. Ne/son, 38th Ave. 
S.W., Seattle, Washington 98726. 


That “ignorant article’ was a funny, about 
pretend creatures. We even labelled it ‘fable’. 
How else can we spell it out for you ?—Ed. 


Speak up, girls 

Having introduced my wife to Penthouse, | find 
our general outlook and interests in living 
together have a new slant. 

We do feel that girl readers don’t seem to 
contribute as much as men—it’s always the 
male who knows so much about the female 
form, emotions, characteristics, and_ finer 
intimate points. Surely the truth is the other way 
round, so come on, ladies, let’s hear from you.— 
Mr & Mrs E.B.R. (name and address withheld), 
Grimsby, Lincolnshire, England. 


The art of love 

No one can become expert at anything without 
practice, and it takes two to tangle. What does 
Katherine de Villiers (October) want us to do, 
spend our free evenings in the not-so-free 


‘backrooms of call girls until we are adept 


enough to give her pleasure at the standaid to 
which she has obviously become accustomed ? 

Is there no one left who regards woman as 
not merely a sex machine, but still a living, 
breathing person worthy of our love, affection 
and respect, and—if we are lucky—more than 
capable of returning it? From Jean P’s rather 
sad letter in the same issue, it seems not, though 
perhaps this is part of the growing disillusion- 
ment of youth. 

Let the age of the second Sodom and 
Gomorrah pass quickly, so that we may regain 
these long-lost basic human virtues and banish 
the vices into the history books!—John 
Shapiro (address withheld), Wimbledon, 
S.W.79., England. 


Stunning in the rain 

Congratulations on your new magazine. | have 
just looked through the March issue, and | 
refer to the letter on page 88 from the English 


chap who likes to see gals wearing boots. 

Number one: gals don’t have to be completely 
nude to excite men. | would like to see nude 
models wearing hip-high plastic boots prefer- 
ably black, also real rubber fishing boots. A 
pretty nude model would be quite exciting 
wearing boots and a shiny black rubber bathing 
cap. Yes, the shiny raincoats are exciting too, 
so maybe you could satisfy us and get some 
more readers. 

| notice the word ‘‘rubber’’ seems to be left 
out in various ads, pictures and current ladies’ 
magazines. Most men don't talk openly about 
such things, but | notice lots of fellows eyeing 
the gals who wear nice shiny black raincoats 
and boots.—A.H. (name and address withheld), 
Detroit, Mich. 


Who starts it ? 

Having just read your March issue, | would 
like to express my agreement with Mr J.H. He 
wrote about several instances in which girls 
took the initiative in heterosexual play. One 
rather traumatic experience in my youth has 
caused me, too, to believe that young girls 
have a great deal of sexual curiosity which leads 
them to instigate sexual play whenever they 
can find relatively safe situations. 

The experience occurred when | was 14. | 
was walking home one night and | took a 
short cut across a golf course not far from my 
home. When | was about halfway across the 
golf course, | saw a group of four girls and four 
boys approaching me. They seemed to be 
about my age, and the girls seemed to be 
whispering to the boys and, apparently, 
giggling. When they were within about ten 
yards of me, the four boys suddenly ran over to 
me, grabbed me, and wrestled me to the ground. 
Then the girls rushed over to where | was 
pinned to the ground and one of them said: 
“Now strip him!” 

| struggled to resist, but in a short time | was 
completely naked. At that, the girls went into 
a huddle, and again | could hear them whisper- 
ing and giggling. Shortly, the girls returned to 
where the boys now had me spreadeagled, 
flat on my back, on the ground. They knelt down 
on both sides of me and began playing with 
my genitals. After they had satisfied their initial 
curiosity, one of the girls decided that she would 
like to see me “get hard”. Thus, she began to 
stroke me in a manner that would have been 
very exciting had | not been so shocked and 
scared. 

Giving up her stroking, she said she had a new 
idea about what she could do so that | would 
‘get hard’. She then lay: down, fully dressed, 
on top of me and began to kiss me, caress me, 
and rub her thighs and abdomen against my 
genitals. This was, at that time, the most 
intimate position | had ever been in with a girl, 
and, in a few minutes, her actions caused me to 
have an erection. She got off me, and all four 
girls crowded around to play with my erect 
organ. Soon, though, the girl who had caused 
me to have an erection took over and began to 
stroke me as she had done before. This time, 
she was more successful, and | experienced 
orgasm and ejaculation. The girls all seemed 
very amused with the results of their play. 

Their curiosity satisfied, the girls then decided 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 94 
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*Also available on tape. 


9175. Vance Packard: THE SEXUAL WILDERNESS. 
Provocative survey-study comparing sexual beliefs 
and actual behavior in physical male-female rela- 
tionships in the US and five other countries; covers 
such areas as premarital sex, unisex, impact of the 
Pill, attitudes by area and country, next century’s 
new forms of marriage, more. 553 pps. 

Pub. at $6.95. Only 1.98 


9196. ELDRIDGE CLEAVER: Post-Prison Writings 
& Speeches. Ed. & Intro. by Robert Scheer, The 
author of Soul On Ice gives the real inside on 
the Black Panthers, the Oakland shoot-out and 
jailing of Huey Newton, Berkeley UC Campus 
seminar, and his hounding by Ronald Reagan 
and the Reagan-appointed Calif. Adult Author- 
ity. Pub. at $5.95. Special 1.00 


8925. THEY WALKED A CROOKED MILE. By C. 
Franklin. An account of the greatest scandals, 
swindlers & outrages of all time: master art forger 
Van Meegeren, Stanford White murder, Teapot 


Dome, South Seas Bubble, Profumo, charlatan 
Charles Ponzi, more. 180 illus. 
Pub. at $7.95. Only 2.98 


9033. THE DESTRUCTION OF THE DUTCH JEWS. 
By J. Presser. Quiet detailing of the progressive 
corruption of Dutch society under the Nazis, the 
gradual “‘legal’”’ isolation of the Jews, deporta- 
tion, and murder; cites the scoundrels, men of 
courage, and collaborators on all sides. 556 


pps; 49 illus. Pub. at $10.00. Now Only 2.98 


7072. MAN & HIS SYMBOLS. By Carl Jung, Jolande 
Jacobi, et al. The meaning of dreams, of the dream- 
symbols common to all mankind, and of the com- 
munications these symbols carry individually to 
each person; the world-famous Swiss psychologist’s 
last great work, in which he and his closest associ- 
ates explore the life of the unconscious for the 
general reader. Over 500 Illus, 146 Full Color; 
814” x 11”. Orig. $14.95. New complete edition 5.95 


8855. SECRETS OF SUCCESS ENCYCLOPEDIA. By 
C. B. Roth. A-to-Z treasury of tested and proven 
success secrets, from money-making to per- 
sonality-revamping to satisfaction-creating, from 
developing a steel-trap memory to overcoming 
shyness, 577 pps. Pub. at $9.95. Special 1.98 


6606. 1942: THE YEAR THAT DOOMED THE AXIS. By 
H. H. Adams. Probing portrait of the momentous 
year 1942, which began with the Axis winning on 
all sides and closed with the tide of victory fully 
with the Allies from the Coral Sea to El Alamein 
and Stalingrad. 522 pp; 25 maps. 

Pub. at $8.95. Only 1.98 


6144. FEMINA LIBIDO SEXUALIS. By Ploss & 
Bartels. Compendium of the psychology, an- 
thropology and anatomy of the sexual charac- 
teristics of woman—320 text pages, with 285 
unusual illustrations. 

Pub. at $15.00. Special 1.00 


5726. WESTERN NUDES. By Andre de Dienes. Mag- 
nificent blending of the natural unspoiled beauty of 
the female body with the beauty of the Western 
landscape—over 130 photos of the Nude, 12 in full 
color, against the backdrop of mountains, water- 
falls, sun warmed desert sands. Special Import 5.95 


MARBORO'S SPRING CLEANING 


SALE 


SAVE 1 80% 
ORIG. $10.00 now $1.98 
ORIG. $15.00 now $2.77 


P391. THE LAST SUPPER (with hero sandwich). Full 


Color; 26” x 21”. Only 1.98 


9261. THE FBI IN OUR OPEN SOCIETY. By Harry & 
Bonaro Overstreet. Engrossing appraisal of the 
structure and performance of the FBI from its 
founding to the late 60’s: how agents work, Bureau 
controversies, FBI ys KKK, investigations in Civil 
Rights and Cosa Nostra, much more. 
Pub. at $6.95. Special 1.00 
General Curtis 


9234. MISSION WITH LeMAY. B 

LeMay, with MacKinlay Kantor. Truly exciting life 
and engaging autobiography; follows LeMay from 
1st Lt. in a water-cooled Curtis P-1 to WW II’s 
St. Nazaire, Regensburg, Tokyo missions, the A- 
Bomb flights, SAC command, to Chief of Staff. 581 
pps; 67 photos. Pub. at $7.95. Special 1.00 


9035. MODIGLIANI. By Pierre Sichel. Superb bi- 
ography of Modigliani, passionate, romantic, proud, 
arrogant, handsome as a god, an uncompromising 
artist who never found recognition or buyers for 
his incomparable work during his brief life, though 
he did find women, drink, starvation and death. 597 
pps. Pub. at $10.00. Now Only 2.98 


7977. CATS, CATS, CATS. By J. R. Gilbert. Complete 
book on cats covering fantasy and folklore, facts and 
figures, fads and fancies from earliest times to the 
present. Over 300 illus, 36 Full Color. : 

Orig. $10.00. New complete edition 2.98 


9034. President’s Commission Report: THE CHAL- 
LENGE OF CRIME IN A FREE SOCIETY. Intro. by I. 
Silver. Official summary report including selections 
from Task Force & Subcommittee reports, policy 
recommendations, and conclusions about the state of 
criminal and anti-social behavior in U.S. society, 
its prevalence, causes, victims, more. 814 pps. 


Pub. at $10.00. Special 1.98 


9158. André Malraux: ANTI-~MEMOIRS. Unique 
look into the crucial events of our. time by the 
French statesman, Resistance fighter, novelist, 
and art historian who was there: Chinese Revo- 
lution, Spanish Civil War, WW II French Un- 
derground, and for the past 10 years, an inside 
view of De Gaulle’s cabinet. 

Pub. at $8.95. Special 2.98 


8770. THE HOUSE OF KRUPP. By Peter Batty. En- 
grossing Krupp family biography from its founding 
to the present, from semi-bankruptcy to present 
billions, through three wars and tons of arms and 
armor, and the incredible political chicanery of the 
first military-industrial complex. Illus. 

Pub. at $5.50.) Only 1.98 


9036. Forever Wild?—SERENGETI SHALL NOT 
DIE. By B M. Grzimek; Intro. by Alan 
Moorehead. Fascinating account of the 6000 
square mile Serengeti Nat’l Park in East Africa, 
home to 367,000 wild animals, many diminish- 
ing species, and home also to the Masai who are 
endangering the park’s continued existence. 107 
photos, 19 Full Color, & Drawings. 

ub, at $11.95. Now Only 2.98 


8746. Sacheverell Sitwell: MONKS, NUNS & MONAS- 
TERIES. The beautiful art and architecture of 
French, English, Italian, Iberian, German, Austrian 
& East European monasteries—140 PHOTOS, 8 
FULL COLOR—teems with anecdotes and _ the 
irresistable Sitwell enthusiasm, from Tintern Abbey 
to Monte Casino. Pub. at $12.50. Only 3.98 
7483. A HISTORY OF ORIENTAL ORGIES. By J. 
Cleugh. An account of the erotic practices among 
the peoples of the East and Near East rivaling the 
Kama Sutra. Pub. at $4.95. Only 1.98 
5643. Richard von Krafft-Ebing: PSYCHOPATHIA 
SEXUALIS. The classic work on sexual pathology and 
perversion, and the first edition with all the pass- 
ages translated into English—238 case histories 
covering satyriasis, fetishism, frigidity, homosexu- 
ality, bestiality and transvestism—trans. & intro. 
by F. S. Klaf, MD. 450 pp. : 

Orig. $10.00. New complete edition 1.98 
5507. FREDERICK II. Intro. by Constantin de Griin- 
wald. Informative introduction to the life and 
career of Frederick the Great—WITH 102 RARE 
PERIOD ILLUSTRATIONS & PHOTOS—plus 
informative anecdotes and observations by Freder- 
ick and his contemporaries concerning his attitudes 
and prejudices. 8” x 914”. Special Import 1.98 
4171. THE WORKS OF LEWIS CARROLL. Intro. by 
R. L. Green, Marvelous Carroll anthology—in. 
cludes the “‘Alice” books with the 92 original Ten- 
niel illustrations, the two Sylvie and Bruno stories, 
The Hunting of the Snark, the complete short 
stories, and essays on such subjects as theatre, 
math, vivisection, plus poems, puzzles, games, let- 
ters, more. 1,130 pp. Special import 2.49 
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P379, THE ELECTRIC CIRCUS—The Ultimate Legal Entertain- 


Six Tomi Ungerer posters created for America’s leading Rock 
Palace; dayglo cerise lettering. Each 22” x 28”. 


an ye iy 


P377 


Set of 6, Only 9.95 


Dali: SIGNS OF THE ZODIAC 


The signs of the Zodiac by Salvador Dali— 
12 beautiful art lithographs reproduced in 
eight colors—superbly decorative, incredibly 
imaginative, each a masterpiece in the 


unique Dali style. 
Each only 
Each 14” x 18”. 1.00 


P395. Aries. P402. Libra. 
P396. Taurus. P403. Scorpio. 
P397. Gemini. P404. Sagittarius. 
(shown at left) P405. Capricorn. 
P398. Cancer P406. Aquarius. 
P399. Leo. P407. Pisces. 
P400. Virgo 
P301. Portfolio of all 12. Only 9.95 


2673. THE KAMA SUTRA OF VATSYAYANA. The 
classic Hindu treatise on love and social conduct, 
translated by Sir Richard Burton. One of the most 
readable and enjoyable of the classics of antiquity; 
long forbidden in America, it is of great value to the 
student of the East and a delight to the sophisti- 
cated reader. Hardbound. Only 1.00 
2254. FANNY HILL: John Cleland’s Memoirs of a 
Woman of Pleasure. Intro. by Peter Quennell. 
Widely acclaimed as the classic English erotic novel 
as well as a distinctive literary portrait of its times; 
the complete, unexpurgated edition. 

Orig. $6.00. Only 1.98 
5510. GIUSEPPE VERDI. Intro. by Pierre Petit. In- 
formative introduction to Verdi’s long and distin- 
guished career—WITH 113 RARE PERIOD IL- 
LUSTRATIONS & PHOTOS — plus numerous 
anecdotes and opinions by Verdi on his works and 
on other artists. 8” x 914”. Special Import 1.98 


4040. A DICTIONARY OF SYMBOLS. By J. E. Cirlot; 
preface by Herbert Read. The first reference work 
to provide a central source for symbological studies, 
with the essential, unvarying meaning of every 
symbol known to Oriental and Western man— 
symbols from art, literature, myth, ritual, magic. 
81 illus. Orig. $12.00. Only 3.88 
3360. SEXERCISES: Isometric and Isotonic. By E. 
O’Reilly, M-A., M.S.P.E. 300 Photos. Approved 
exercises to develop those muscles directly con- 
cerned with the sexual activities of both men and 
women to produce maximum pleasure in the sexual 
fulfillment of marriage. Pub. at $4.95. Only 2.98 
1153. HANDWRITING ANALYSIS. By M. N. Bunder. 
How to read character from letters, notes and sig- 
natures; discover hidden meanings and potentials, 
including your own; reveal your friends’ hidden 
personality traits—with handwriting studies of 
scores of celebrities, Illus. Orig. $10.00. Only 1.98 


5013. HISTORIC BRITAIN. Ed. by G. Fisher. Fully 
illustrated introduction to Britain’s rich heritage 
of famous places and people through the ages— 
NEARLY 250 PHOTOGRAPHS ON COATED 
STOCK—a fascinating history of fact and legend 
from the Stone Age to the present. 

Special Import 2.98 


4749. MODERN SEX TECHNIQUES. By R. Street’ A 
frank discussion of sexual practices, presenting 
detailed instructions for achieving mutual satis- 
faction and offering straightforward information on 
basic principles and techniques. Illus. 

Orig. $3.95. Only 1.98 


4667. ROGET’S THESAURUS of Words and Phrases. 
Authorized, revised edition of the indispensable 
book for everyone who wants to find the right word 
at the right time. 700 pp., hardbound edition. 
Special 2.49 


P393. ASTRONAUTS. Giant 
step for mankind in Full 
Color. 21” x 26”. Only 1.98 


P392. WHISTLER’S MOTHER. 
Full Color Whistler portrait 
(Chicago version). 21”x26”. 

Only 1.98 


P858. Ben Shahn: YOU HAVE NOT CONVERTED 
A MAN BECAUSE YOU HAVE SILENCED HIM. 
Distinctive poster with a timeless sentiment; 
black & brown on white. 30” x 45”. Only 3.95 


P348. Picasso: GUERNICA. Lithograph of the 
Picasso masterpiece portraying the horror of 
modern warfare; black, grays, pale yellow. 


46144" x 21". Only 2.98 


8698. John Rechy’s NUMBERS. By the author of 
City of Night. Graphic portrayal of the twisted 
life of Johtiny Rio, homosexual hustler, who en- 
ters the L.A. Griffith Park arena of male love 
determined to arrest the ravages of time through 
the unending casuistry of ‘‘numbers.” 
Pub. at $5.00. Only 1.00 
IN THE 


8626. Peter Arno Cartoons: LADY 
SHOWER. 137 cartoons by The New Yorker’s 
incomparable Peter Arno, who invented the 
Dowager, immortalized the Available Blonde 
and put a gleam in the eye of the Mustachioed 
Tycoon in hot pursuit. 8144” x 1114”. 

Pub. at $4.95. Only 1.00 


8607. SAHARA. By John Norwich. Lord Norwic 
interweaves Saharan history and prehistory with 
an account of his 2000-mile expedition from south- 
ern Algeria, through the Republic of Niger, and 
into Chad: feudal Touareg and Toubou tribal life, 
incredible landscapes from boiling mud lakes to 
date groves to 11,000-foot mountain ranges—and 
the sun-blackened silence! 138 superb photos, 41 
Full Color; 744” x 10%”. 

Pub at $15.00. Special 4.88 
8573. MARTHA GRAHAM: Portrait of the Lady as an 
Artist. By Leroy Leatherman; Photos by Martha 
Swope. Superbly illustrated portrait of one of the 
most renowned, most influential, and most honored 
artists of this century: as dancer, teacher, actress 
designer, innovator, creator of unique theatre, and 
as a woman! 130 production photos; 834” x 11%”. 
Pub. at $12.50. Special 2.98 
8495. SEXUAL SYMBOLISM: A History of Phallic 
Worship. Intro. by Ashley Montagu. Two classic 
works complete in one volume with the original 
plates; R. P. Knight’s ‘Discourse on the Worship 
of Priapus” & T. Wright’s ‘‘Worship of the Gener- 
ative Powers During the Middle Ages of Western 
Europe.” Orig. $7.50. New Complete Edition 2.98 
8415. SEARS ROEBUCK 1902 CATALOGUE. Intro. by 
Cleveland Amory. America at the turn of the 
century—OVER 40,000 ITEMS ILLUSTRATED: 
drophead sewing machines at $10.45, (horse-drawn) 
buggies for evéry use from a Sunday drive in Cen- 
tral Park to a country jog, sure cures for the 
tobacco & liquor habits, much more in nostalgia and 
entertainment. Over 700 pp; softbound. 3.95 
1463. ANANGA RANGA: The Hindu Art of Love Illus- 
trated, A magnificently illustrated edition of the 
classic Ars Amoris Indica, comprising a rich distil- 
late of six centuries’ commentaries and elaborations 
upon the Kama Sutra’s famous techniques in the 
pleasure of love—includes also a contemporary 
evaluation of Oriental sex medicines and recipes 
and 25 full-page illustrations. Complete & unex- 
purgated, 814” x 11%”. Orig. $15.00. Only 2.98 


P390. UNITED WE 
STAND. Silkscreened in 
Dayglo cerise, matte 
black & blue. 22”x17”. 

Only 1.49 


7323. THE HOLLYWOOD CAGE. By C. Hamblett. In- 
side story of Movieland told by the stars who in- 
habit the golden cage; fascinating close-ups of MM 
and Bogart just before their deaths, unguarded 
conversations of Liz Taylor, Kim Novak, Sophia 
Loren, Peck, Brando, Orson Welles, observations 
on the Moguls, the Mafia, more. 140 photos. 

Pub. at $6.95. Only 2.98 


5509. MOZART. Intro. by Jacques Brenner. Con- 
cise introduction to the life of Mozart—WI1TH 
85 RARE PERIOD ILLUSTRATIONS & PHO- 
TOS—plus numerous letters spanning the com- 
poser’s career and filled with anecdotes about his 
private and public life. 8” x 914”. 

Special Import 1.98 


P283. Picasso: FEMME. 
On canvas: silkscreen 
in black and _ white. 
20” x 16”. Only 2.98 


8317. WHILE SIX MILLION DIED: A Chronicle of 
American Apathy. By A. D. Morse. First complete 
exposé of our Govt’s, particularly the State Dept’s 
appalling apathy and callousness in the face of 


Hitler’s “‘final solution’; documents our refusal of 

specific opportunities for rescue, our over one mil- 

lion untae immigrant quota, more. 
$6.95. 


Only 1.98 


8320. HARLEM ON MY MIND. Ed. by- Allon 

Schoener; Preface by Thomas Hoving. Pre- 

sents the controversial Metropolitan Museum’s 

Harlem On My Mind Exhibition which visu- 

ally documented the changing character of 

Harlem during each decade of this century, 

plus supplementary text drawn from both black 

and white press on Harlem events, people and 
places. Profusely illus. with photos on almost 

every page; 814” x 114%”. 

Pub. at $12.95. Special 2.98 
7717. Bulfinch: MYTHOLOGY. The complete Age o 
Fable, Age of Chivalry and Legends of Charle- 
magne in one volume—all the traditional tales of 
adventure, romance and chivalry from the Trojan 
War to Robin Hood, from classical to medieval 
times. 679 pp., index. Special import 2.49 
7697. TREASURY OF WITCHCRAFT. By H. E. We- 
deck. Sourcebook of the magic arts, including divi- 
nation, astrology, necromancy, spells, charms, occult 
practices, medicine men, etc, from earliest times to 
the present. 110 photos & drawings. 

Orig. $10.00. New complete edition 2.98 
7236. THE NEW SEXUALITY: How To Satisfy Your 
Mate. By Betty Cox, PhD. Instruction in all the 
sexual techniques possible to couples when for 
various physiological reasons the doctor has advised 
abstention from the usual coitus; with illustrative 
drawings; sale restricted to customers 21 yrs & 
over. Pub. at $12.95. Only 7.88 
7218. THE PICTURE BOOK OF SEXUAL LOVE. By 
Robert Harkel. 187 photos, 16 in full color, illus- 
trate this manual of sexual lovemaking; arranged 
in conjunction with textual elucidation of pre-coital 
stimulation, building of passion, various coital 
positions, more; sale restricted to customers 21 yrs 
& over. 814” x 11”. Only 9.95 
9137. PICTORIAL HISTORY OF LOVE. By Paul 
Tabori. Diverting volume of strange courting cus- 
toms, frolics of the Greek gods, adventures of 
Casanova, antics of the infamous Borgias, lore of 
chastity belts, history’s well-known women of ill- 
repute. 250 illus. Special Import 2.98 


7086. THE GRAPHIC WORK OF FELICIEN ROPS. 
Superb collection of graphics by the Belgian 
erotic fantasist, Felicien Rops, whose work 
charmed and shocked during /a belle epoque— 
247 REPRODUCTIONS, each of whicl: antici- 
pates and surpasses Beardsley in power, in viv- 
idness, in irony and satire, and perhaps in 
decadence; Notes of Rops’ life by Lee Revens. 
914” x 13”. Pub. at $20.00. Only 9.95 


6745. NEW LAROUSSE ENCYCLOPEDIA OF MYTH- 
OLOGY. Ed. by F. Guirand; Intro. by Robert 
Graves; revised edition 1968. Monumental encyclo- 
pedia of the world’s mythologies from pre-Biblical 
Egypt and pre-Homeric Greece to the farthest 
reaches of Africa, the Orient, the Pacific, and the 
Americas—NEARLY 600 ILLUSTRATIONS IN 
GRAVURE, 32 FULL COLOR PLATES. 489 
dbl-column pp; 8%” x 1134”. ‘ 

Pub. at $17.95. Special 9.95 
3786. AN ABZ OF LOVE. By Inge & Sten He- 
geler. This is not a book for beginners—it is 
written by a Danish married couple, both doc- 
tors, both psychologists, both writers, written in 
a blunt, non-technical language and illustrated 
with candor—it is what it purports to be, an 
important book on Sex and an enlightening 
guide to a complete and happier sex life—it 
stormed the bestseller lists throughout Scandi- 
navia and Holland, and has reached over 1,000- 
000 readers. [20 illus. 

Pub. at $10.00. Special 2.98 


5506. LEO TOLSTOY. Intro. by Michel-R. Hofmann. 
Informative introduction to the life and career of 
the Russian novelist—WITH 89 RARE PERIOD 
PHOTOS & ILLUSTRATIONS—with numerous 
anecdotes by the author and others exemplifying 
his attitudes, mores, and prejudices. 8” x 914”. 

: Special Import 1.98 


7515. THE BERLIN-DAHLEM GALLERY: Great Paint- 
ings from the former Kaiser Friedrich Museum. Text 
by Edwin Redslob. One of the world’s greatest art 
collections with over 500 Dutch & Flemish pieces, 
nearly as many Italian, and the second largest Rem- 
brandt collection in the world, plus a superb French 
rococo gallery. 171 illus, 59 full color tipin plates; 
10%” x 1314". Pub. at $35.00. Special 9.98 


7470. PHOTOGRAPHIC MANUAL OF SEXUAL IN- 
TERCOURSE. ae L. R. O’Conner; Intro by 
Albert Ellis. Manual covering every aspect of 
love-making and sexual intercourse; the first 
complete ‘‘sex course’ with text and over 150 
actual full color & b/w photos of a married 
couple engaged in sexual intercourse positions. 
Softbound. Pub. at $12.98. nly 9.95 


6744. PICTORIAL HISTORY OF PSYCHOLOGY & PSY- 
CHIATRY. By i 
1 


Roback & Kiernan. Illuminating pic- 
ture-&-text history of the psychological sciences 
from the Greek philosophers to the present— 
NEARLY 400 ILLUSTRATIONS—covers all 
schools and specialized branches from animal to 
ed $12.50. Only 5.88 


P737. Picasso: DON QUIXOTE. P409. 
On Artists’ canvas—a superb GIRL. Full Color 
silkscreen in black on white photo on _ coated 
canvas. 20x24”, Special 2.98 stock. 29” x 3934”. 

Only 1.98 
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I marboro pep. PH-289 
] 131 Varick St., New York, N. Y. 10013 


I Please send me the items circled below. (Please 
add 50¢ postage and handling on all orders.) 


MINIMUM MAIL ORDER $5.00 
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New York City residents add 6% city sales tax. 
| Other New York State residents add applicable ] 
| sales tax. A few cents extra for C.O.D. i 
GUARANTEE: If not satisfied, return order 
] after 10-day examination and money will be | 
cheerfully refunded. 


How would you like 


to quit your job for 


a year and not lose 
a nickel? 


Enter Smirnoff’s “Break a Silly Rule” Contest and go as far as 
your imagination and $50,000 will take you. 


HERE’S WHY WE’RE RUNNING THIS CONTEST: At 
Smirnoff we’re in the entertainment business. We believe people 
should have fun. At their own pace. In their own way. Just as in 
our own way we’ve been providing fun in the best possible taste 
for years. But we think too many silly rules have cropped up that 
stop people from having fun. 

By “silly” rules we don’t mean good rules. Like traffic control 
laws. Or public health laws. Or responsible behavior. And we 
don’t want to get involved in major political issues that you might 
consider silly. 

We're talking about the silly conventions that cramp your style. 
The who-knows-where-they-came-from customs standing between 
you and a more entertaining, rewarding life. 

Like the rule that says you’ve got to squeeze into your most un- 
comfortable clothes to attend the dullest party of the year. Or the 
rule that says white wine goes with fish and red with meat. 

Hence our “Break a silly rule” contest. We want to hear from 
you: Smirnoff and non-Smirnoff drinkers alike. Tell us what you 
think the silliest social rule is—and how you want to break it. 


Of course Smirnoff people have been breaking one completely 
silly rule for years: that you have to drink drinks you don’t really 
like. Because crystal-clear Smirnoff blends quietly into anything 
that anyone finds delicious, It turns oranges into Screwdrivers. 


Transforms grapefruit juice into Salty Dogs. And about 2,300 de- 


licious etceteras. 


HERE’S HOW WE’RE RUNNING THIS CONTEST: (To 
win, unfortunately, you’ve got to play it according to our rules. 
And we admit some of these are pretty silly.) 


1. There are no official entry blanks. Just grab the handiest 
piece of paper and write us—in 25 words or less or more~ 
what you think the silliest rule of social behavior is. And how 
you'd like to change it. 


2. There’s only one prize. Just as there’s only one Smirnoff. 
But this prize is fit for a Czar. The winner gets a year’s vaca- 
tion at full pay plus expenses anywhere in the world up toa 
total of $50,000. (For instance, if you’re making $10,000 a 
year we'll match that and throw in another $40,000 for ex- 
penses. If you’re making more than $50,000, you and your 
family will have to cut a few corners.) 


3. After your year’s up? If your present boss doesn’t have the wel- 
come mat out, we'll do our very best to help you find a better boss. 


4. If you insist, we'll give you the $50,000 in cash. But we'd like 
this prize to be as unique as Smirnoff itself. And it would do our 
Smirnoff hearts good to think of you off rollicking for a full year. 


5. Neatness doesn’t count, just as long as you’re legible. But humor 
and imagination and creative sparkle definitely count. The same 
kind of imagination Smirnoff people have been using for years to 
conjure up taste-expanding new drinks. 


6. You don’t need to buy Smirnoff to enter. But it doesn’t hurt. 
Since it’s the driest, smoothest liquor you can pour, it just might 
tickle your imagination along with your taste buds. 


7, When this exposé of social silliness is over, we intend keeping 
all entries as our property and maybe even publishing the ones we 
like best—with full credit to you as author. You'll be able to pick 
up a copy at your Smirnoff store. 


8. If contests are null and void in your state (and this offer is void 
where prohibited) maybe you should consider moving. 


9. This contest is only for U.S. citizens over 21. But there’s no silly 
rule that says you can’t borrow an idea or two from the kids. Or a 
friend in another country. After all, Smirnoff is the number one 
choice in vodka around the world. 


10. There’s no limit to the number of different silly rules you 
can enter. Just like there’s no limit to the number of delicious 
things you can make with Smirnoff. 


11. A silly rule forbids anyone from entering who’s employed 
by or supported by anyone who works for Heublein, its sub- 
sidiaries, affiliates and ad agencies or R. H. Donnelley Corp. 


12. Entries will be judged by the R. H. Donnelley Corp. Their 
decisions will be final. 


13. Deadlines. To' qualify, your entry (entries) must be post- 
marked no later than July 13, 1970. Any later than that, 
you're an unlucky loser. The lucky win-a-year-off entrant 
will be announced the day after Labor Day, and will be noti- 
fied as soon as possible by mail. 


Send your Break-a-Silly-Rule entry (entries) to: Smirnoff, P.O. 
Box 1000, Dept. I, Mt. Vernon, N. Y. 10559. 


id 
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WHRW FARO THE TOM 


A shake-up for the Senate 

A recent study (by us) shows that 
much of the waste and inefficiency 
of the federal government is 
traceable to the operations of the 
United States Senate. So we now 
propose a plan that will not only 
save the tax-payers millions of 
dollars but also help restore their 
flagging faith in the lawmaking 
process: simply throw out all the 
Senators now operating inside the 
chamber and committee rooms, 
and replace them with the lobby- 
ists now working outside. The 
effect would be to lower costs and 
improve service by eliminating the 
middle man. 

Take the battle between the 
butter-makers and the margarine 
people. Each side spends money 
lobbying individual senators to 


work on its behalf against senators | 


already lined up on the other. 
That's silly. Why not put the 


lobbyists themselves in the Senate | 


and let them slug it out directly ? 
The lobbyists—the most maligned 
people in Washington—know 
more about their subject than they 
could ever teach the senators and 
are as a rule far more articulate. 
Besides, they are much more 
directly acquainted with the 
interests for which they speak. 

What we need to understand 
and accept is that the country is 
made up, really, of conflicting 
special interests, each legitimately 
concerned about preserving its 
own welfare. And there’s nothing 
wrong with that. The lobbying 
system grew out of a perfectly 
natural need for effective repre- 
sentation in government for con- 
tending factions. 

The current set-up of the two 
houses of Congress is based on 
the theory that the House repre- 
sents people, while the Senate 
represents states. That made sense 
in the days when people really 
thought of themselves as lifelong 
Virginians or Pennsylvanians first, 
and farmers, laborers or merchants 
second. Your senators were re- 
garded more like ambassadors 
than legislators. Senators weren't 
even elected by the people before 
1914; they were chosen by the 
state legislatures. 


Today people move from place 
to place hardly noticing when they 
cross State lines. They fly at jet 
speeds across a dozen states in 
five hours. They often live in one 
state and work in another; so they 
are represented by one senator in 
the daytime and another at night. 
And the only real meaning of 
State lines is the difference in tax 
rates, speed regulations, divorce 
laws and the like. For all practical 
purposes, states—as such—no 
longer exist. Only the myth of 
state representation remains. 

What the senators actually 
represent are the factions and 
special interests that happen to 
predominate in the areas from 
which they come. When Mr 
Agnew recognizes James Eastland 
as ‘the gentleman from Missis- 
sippi,’ he is only paying lip- 
service to the traditional forms. 
Actually he is recognizing the 
gentleman from Cotton. And 
when he calls on Senator B. 


Everett Jordan, it is not really the | 


spokesman for the State of North 
Carolina who 
“The Chair’’—it is the spokesman 
for Tobacco. Russell B. Long is 
known as the Senator from 
Louisiana. In fact he is—as he 
readily admits—one of the leading 
spokesmen for the oil industry, 
from which he derives a large part 
of his own income. 

Then, you ask, what's the 
problem? Aren‘t the special in- 
terests represented in the Senate 
along with the territories they 
come from ? 

The answer is some are over- 
represented; others not at all. 
There are only 100 seats in the 
Senate. Interests like farming and 
mining, scattered over many states, 
are spoken for by dozens of 
senators; those that are concen- 
trated within a small area may 
have one or two, if any. States, in 
practice, are nothing more than 
huge districts whose lines are 
never redrawn. Within them the 
rural vote often outweighs the 
city vote, leaving the cities un- 
represented. 

Oil drillers have spokesmen in 
the Senate from Louisiana, Texas, 
Oklahoma, Pennsylvania, Califor- 
nia, Alaska and many other states. 


rises to address | 


How many senators do cab 
drivers have? Or actors or play- 
wrights ? Or doctors ? 

The American Medical Associa- 
tion is a powerful group. But there 
is no senator from the medical 


| profession to work, let's say, for 


discouragement of cigarette smok- 
ing. Yet there are quite a few pro- 
tobacco senators to join with 
North Carolina’s Sen. Jordan to 
fight for tobacco subsidies. 

Under our plan, each major 
constituency in America would 
be represented by one senator— 
one per cent of the total member- 
ship. Tobacco might have one 
senator, and so would the medical 
profession. There would be a 
senator from Oil—just one—along 
with one each from Cotton, Steel 
and Automobiles. But there would 
also be a senator from Cities, from 
Suburbia, from Arts & Letters, 
from Education, from Religion, 
from the Military (which currently 
has at least 30), from the Student 
Community (representing more 
than six million in colleges alone). 
There would be a senator from the 
Black Community (nearly 25 
million) and from Senior Citizens 
(about 20 million), each of which 
has more people than any state 
and yet is unrepresented today as 
a group. 

The obvious need to organize 
along these constituency lines has 
been recognized partly in the 
development of the executive 
departments of our government. 
Over a century ago, Lincoln added 
a Department of Agriculture. 
Housing & Urban Development 
didn't rate a department of its own 
until 1965, and a year later we got 
a Department of Transportation. 
But they can only administer what 
Congress decrees by voting or 
withholding money. Besides, the 
executive department heads 
change with every change of 
administration: but the chairmen 
and ranking members of the 
Senate committees rule by virtue 
of seniority, and they come largely 


from the South where they face | 


little or no opposition for re- 
election. 
The Senate Agriculture & 


Forestry Committee, for example, 
is chaired by Louisiana’s Allen J. 


Potpaca sim ie] 
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Ellender, who has served in the 
Senate continuously for 33 years. 
The ranking Republican—though 
a Northerner—is George Aiken of 
Vermont, the senior Republican, 
who has served for 29 years. 

Look at some of the other major 
standing committees and_ their 
chairmen: 

Armed Services: John Stennis of 
Mississippi, serving continuously 
for 23 years. 

Banking & Currency: John Spark- 
man of Alabama, 24 years. 
Commerce: Warren Magnuson of 
Washington, 26 years. 


Finance: Russell Long of 
Louisiana, 22 years. 
Judiciary: James Eastland of 


Mississippi, 23 years. 
Appropriations: Richard Russell of 
Georgia, 37 years! 

No wonder the word “‘Senate”’ 
is defined literally as an ‘‘assembly 
of old men’—coming from the 
same Latin root as “‘senile’’! Half 
the people in the United States 
today are below the age of 27. 
But they have no senator because 
the minimum age for membership 
in that body is 30. Even in the 
House the minimum age is 25. 
Yet in England last year little 
Bernadette Devlin made it to the 
House of Commons at 22! 
Exceptional, true, as when, nearly 
two centuries ago, William Pitt 
became Britain's Prime Minister in 
his early twenties. His consti- 
tuency, by the way, all his life, 
was Cambridge University ! 

Think how interesting it might 
be to have the issue of student 
power debated by a Senator from 
University Faculty on one side and 
a Senator from University Students 
on the other—with senatorial 
immunity. It might help eliminate 
confrontations on the campus. 
And the debate might be joined in 
by the Senator from News Media. 
Federal support for black studies 
might be introduced by the 
Senator from The Black Com- 
munity, while the pitch for con- 
tinued ROTC training could be 
made by the Senator from The 
Military. 

No doubt it would take a 
constitutional convention to put 
the idea into practice—and to 
decide how the 100 seats in the 
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Senate should be apportioned, or 
whether 100 seats would be 
enough. And that would be a tall 
order, requiring agreement of two- 
thirds of the state legislatures to 
call the convention. Certainly the 
Senate itself would never initiate 
the Amendment. But the late 
Senator Everett M. Dirksen of 
Illinois came within one state of 
calling such a convention. And 
that was only on the issue of 
school prayers. 

CCNY Professor Harry Lazer, in 
his book, The American Political 
System in Transition, points out 
that a man from Mars trying to get 
a picture of the United States by 
observing the Senate “would 
credit it with a moderate amount 
of manufacturing, but with great 
agricultural, mining, and grazing 
industries’. The Martian probably 
would also conclude the U.S. had 
no writers, students, ball-players, 
shopkeepers or artists. But hope- 
fully, as the title of the professor's 
book implies, the system isn't 
Fred Darwin 


Redefinitions 

Misconception: when a single 
girl gets pregnant. 

Listless : how a travelling salesman 
feels when he’s left his collection 
of girls’ telephone numbers behind 
in his other suit. 

Bachelor: a guy who prefers his 
fun with no apron-strings 
attached. 


The pollution Crisis 


What can be done to halt or slow 
down the rapid degradation of our 
environment ? How best can we 
reverse the poisoning of the 
waters, the soil, wildlife, and the 
atmosphere ? What follows is the 
considered view of Bill Perry, 
conservation specialist formerly 
with numerous State and Federal 
agencies, now a writer editor with 
the National Park Service, and 
author of Our Threatened Wildlife: 
In his classic Sand County 
Almanac two decades ago Aldo 
Leopold called for a conservation 
ethic, an environmental con- 
science on the part of all users of 
the land. Leopold felt that a system 
of conservation based on econo- 
mic self-interest was inadequate, 
because many of the elements of 
any ecosystem lack commercial 
value. Immediate economic ad- 
vantage often lies in massive 
application of agricultural chemi- 
cals or in disposal of wastes by 
dumping into the waterways or 
venting into the air, and it would 
be naive to expect industry 
voluntarily to adopt costly pollu- 
tion-control programs for the 
protection of health and welfare. 
But why not make economic 
self-interest coincide with en- 
vironmental protection? This 
could be done through a system of 
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penalties that would make it more 
costly to pollute than to preserve. 
Not only factories, but municipali- 
ties, farmers, homeowners, andrall 
others could be held responsible 
for leaving the air and water in 
good condition after use, no 
matter in what condition they 
found them. 

lf this sounds drastic—and it 
would be bound to affect prices— 
the time is past for tentative 
measures. In the eight years since 
Rachel Carson published Si/ent 
Spring, her theme that man and 
wildlife were seriously imperilled 
by the introduction into the 
environment of DDT, dieldrin, 
parathion and other toxic com- 
pounds has received a mass of 
scientific support. Reports have 
documented massive fish kills, a 
growing list of threatened species, 
like the bald eagle, contaminated 
food shipments, and other evi- 
dence of ecological damage. 

Thor Heyerdahl reported visible 
pollution in mid-Atlantic, and DDT 
has been discovered in the fatty 
tissues of Antarctic penguins. 
Some scientists fear that we have 
already passed the point of no 
return in DDT contamination of 
the oceans—and that all life is 
thus doomed. For this cheap, 
persistent, and _ liberally used 
chlorinated hydrocarbon has 
affected the growth of marine 
plankton, and these single-celled 
algae are not only the base of 
marine food chains but the source 
of perhaps half the world’s oxygen 
supply. Yet despite a few scattered 
local court and administrative 
decisions imposing restrictions on 
its use, the massive application of 
DDT to the environment con- 
tinues. 

It is much the same with air 
pollution. We read that millions of 
trees in the mountains more than 
60 miles from Los Angeles are 
dying from the city’s smog. We 
hear of air pollution problems in 
Montana and even of strontium 90 
in the bones of Arctic caribou. 

Setting of standards and en- 
forcement of pollution controls 
would have to be a Federal 
function. As well as compelling 
compliance, Government would 
have to back research into anti- 
pollution technology: biological 
controls to replace pesticides, 
better methods of removing con- 
taminants, new ways to use re- 
cycled mineral and organic wastes, 
better industrial and city planning. 
Tax incentives as an inducement to 
industry to devote a greater part of 
its profit to anti-pollution research 
should be exploited. 

The cost of an adequate program 
of pollution control? In 1966 a 
Senate Public Works Committee 
report indicated that it could 
exceed $100 billion. But the 
alternative to reversing the deteri- 
oration of our earth environment is 
its sure death. We have no choice 


—not even if the cost should be a 
thousand billion. 
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~ HAPPENINGS _ 


Body art 


As viewers at Manhattan's down- 
town Paula Cooper Gallery 
wandered around inspecting the 
group show a month or two ago, 
lanky Vito Acconci, 30, was 
beginning his one-hour walk 
southwards along Broadway to 
the gallery from 100 biocks away. 
Every ten minutes Vito called the 
gallery to report on his progress, 
finally arriving just as the show 
was closing for the evening and 
the guests were leaving. Both he 
and the gallery considered his 
participation in the show a great 
success—so much so that a few 
weeks later Vito staged another 
event. This time the contents of 
his Greenwich Village apartment 
were transferred bodily to another 
gallery for a month, forcing him to 
visit there every time he needed 


something for his day-to-day 
living. 
What's all this about? Well, 


says Acconci, it all began with a 
couple of poetry readings he did 
last year. At one, in Robert 
Rauschenberg’s loft, he read the 
poems a line at a time from large 
sheets hung around the room... 
at the other, in Central Park he 
took photographs of the audience. 
“| was concerned with getting the 
words off the page”, he explains, 
“but more important than that i'm 
concerned with the artist as a 
participant. It’s traditional to talk 
about an artist's body of work’ 
but I’m more interested in setting 
the artist's body to work.” 
Acconci is rather typical of 
what's going on in art these days. 
Since Marshall McLuhan (and 
Andy Warhol) defined art as being 
what you can get away with other 
definitions have become obsolete. 
Alfonse Schilling exhibited a 
group of pictures of his mailman, 
upstairs neighbor, laundryman and 
landlady at the same gallery where 
John Van Saun set fire to cans of 
Sterno. A few blocks away, Peter 
Hutchinson was demonstrating 
crystalization by means of self- 
oxidizing solutions and Dennis 
Oppenheim was _ swallowing 
various chemicals and having his 
body x-rayed to document the 
results. Both these artists have 
since gone on to more ambitious 
projects: Oppenheim took a chain 
Saw to the frozen St. John’s River 
—the political and time zone 
between Canada and the U.S.— 
and carved rings which roughly 
corresponded to the annual 
growth rings in a tree; and 


Hutchinson lugged 450 pounds of 
white bread to the mouth of the 
Mexican volcano Paricutin, stuffed 
it into the steamy crevices around 
the rim and nursed it along until it 
grew mould—"the first life to be 
created in this barren environ- 
ment”. 

One of the major sponsors of 
this type of art (both Oppenheim 
and Hutchinson exhibit at his 
gallery) is bearded John Gibson 
whose shows of ecological art 
early last year preceded the 
national interest in that subject by 
almost a year. 

“Ecology is just an explanation 
of man’s relationship with his 
environment,” Gibson says, ‘‘and 
this has always been an absorbing 
Subject to some artists. Lately 
artists have begun to travel much 
more and become much more 
aware of themselves. The present 
trend could almost be defined as 
‘back to the artist's body’—he’s 
interested in moving himself and 
his possessions around . . . the 
artist aS organism, the artist as 
space.” After that, what could 
possibly come next? 

“Balling,” suggests Gibson. If 
artists are putting their bodies into 
art what could be more logical 
than sexual events ?—John 
Wilcock 
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The “scapegoat is as old as 
history and as old as magic and 
with us yet, down deep where 
magic mingles with experience. 
He got his name from the early 
Hebrews who loaded their sins 
on him and drove him into the 
desert. Our English name for him 
is a mistranslation that may reveal 
a deep cultural misunderstanding. 
To the Hebrews he was Azazel’s 
goat. But the name of that desert 
demon to which the scapegoat 
was dedicated resembles ez ozel, 
“goat who escapes’. Thus our 
translators assumed the (e)scape- 
goat escaped into the desert. 

One man who knows that 
scapegoats can’t escape is George 
Mandel whose fifth novel is titled 
Scapegoats (Delacorte Press 
$5.95). In today’s America, man’s 
ancient notions such as the scape- 
goat are seen against the unrolling 
of the black apocalypse. An 
affluent white woman is con- 
fronted by a violent black man 
right in the contented midst of her 
home, a ghetto neighborhood 
house that she and her affluent 
husband have just remodelled. 
What happens is more than rape 
and it all happens within a few 
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Great for grownups too: Bil Baird and puppet in Whistling Wizard 


hours. 

George Mandel, a gutsy guy, 
knows he’s handling the steamy 
stuff of masturbation fantasy, and 
he wants to clear the steam to 
show the hard-edged black-and- 
white picture. His determination to 
burn out his characters and his 
reader necessitates a short book. 
Scapegoats demands to be read 
at a sitting and it will be. 


Prophet of peril 
Ex-Marine colonel Willian R. 
Corson has made _ it _ his 
business to know revolutionary 
strategy, especially the strategy of 
black revolution. Corson learned 
a lot about revolution from the 
Vietcong. What he learned in 
Vietnam made him quit the Corps 
under threat of court-martial to 
inform the American people. His 
article, ‘The Why of My Lai,” 
appeared in the April Penthouse. 

Corson is convinced that the 
black college student is the key to 
the survival of America, and he 
says so urgently if not eloquently 
in his new book Promise or 


Peril (W. W. Norton, $5.95). 
Revolutionaries in sufficient 
numbers can, he holds, come 


only from the colleges, and he 
sees as the only hope for prevent- 
ing a bloodbath in America the 
winning of the black student, who 
is under tremendous pressure 
from revolutionaries already com- 
mitted to violence. 

What makes Corson’s book 
unique is his detailed and confi- 
dent knowledge of actual military 
stratagems for revolution. In fact, 
this book intended as a warning 


| : 
to society would make a good 


handbook for the revolutionaries 
themselves. He offers, for example, 
a do-it-yourself plan for putting 
out the lights and phones of the 
nation’s capital. His description 
of a plan for “dark nights of 
terror’ is properly terrifying. But 
what should really wake us up is 
that this veteran strategist of 
urban guerilla warfare doesn't 
think the police and troops would 
have a chance against a well- 
planned revolutionary action. 
Indeed, National Guardsmen 
“would be in serious trouble if the 
Salvation Army actively opposed 
them with drums and_ tam- 
bourines’’.—Norman Hoss. 
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Not just child's play 


It's worth a trip outside the so- 
called mainstream from time to 
time to rediscover clarity in what 
has been recently, in the name of 
subtlety, kicking up a great deal of 


a clearly defined production of 
The Whistling Wizard and the 
Sultan of Tuffet down on 
Barrow Street in New York at the 
Bil Baird Marionette Theater. It 
is a veritable model of theatrical 
procedure that, even though 
reaching back to Square 1 of 
sophistication, manages to grab 
and hold the attention of a very 
tough audience—namely children. 


We are not deluged at the begin- 


blinding dust. For instance, there is - 


ning by every fact and fancy 
involved in the production. To the 
contrary, we are fed bits and 
pieces of suspenseful information 
about the characters and the 
situations and who relates to 
whom, and there’s a real old- 
fashioned climax to the whole 
thing that’s a zinger. 

| will refrain from spilling the 
story-line about the Sultan Ali 
Booby and the Genie of the magic 
lamp and the magic carpet that 
flies (of course it does) and the 
daughter who is about to end up 
with the wrongo of the piece and 
is Saved at the last moment. And, 
need | add, all those fabulous Bil 
Baird imaginative birds and 
animals that float, march and 
stomp all over the stage. The 
music is bright and the tempo is 


| constant. They've even managed 


to place the intermission at exactly 
the right spot in the proceedings 
so that those who have to visit 
where youngsters have to visit 
after sitting still in rapt attention 
for 30 straight minutes can all 
make it with ease and not miss a 
moment of the second act. Be you 
parent or uncle charged with an 
afternoon’s entertainment, take a 
trip down Barrow Street in the 
village for a grown-up child's 
play. 

Talking about fundamentals | 
would like to record a minority 
report on a recent hit called 
Child’s Play. | suppose that 
lurking somewhere in the vast 
indefinable shadows of this piece 
is a viable stage melodrama. But 
from my observation of it on 
opening night | consider it an 
insubstantial effort at putting over 
an evening of fright theater. It 
tells the story of a Catholic boys’ 
school and how the boys are 
somehow being imbued with a 
violence that keeps breaking out 
with maiming and wounding 
among them. This student body is 
presented to us as some sort of an 
external supernatural force acting 
to suborn and smother the teach- 
ing body. Said body was, | 
submit, constructed by the play- 
wright with the sare careful 
Hollywood hand for balance that 
used to sparkle out from under 
those war platoon stories. A gum- 
chewer (Jewish) from Brooklyn, 
a stolid black man, an idiot boy 
called Giant, etc. Remember? In 
Child's Play, among the chief 
menaces were Pat Hingle playing 
the old-timer who's been at the 
school for 30 years and never lets 
anyone forget it. His principal foil 
is Fritz Weaver, a dried-up old- 
young man who is as brutal to his 
students as Hingle is permissive. 
The third secular member of the 
faculty is a large blond basketball 
player who spends most of the 
evening saying: “But | don't 
understand.” The other teachers, 
all priests, fit into the platoon like 
they were born to M.G.M. There's 


the light-hearted wisecracking 
young priest who is very funny in 
his irreverence, and the school 
hierarchy, stiff and unbending. 

I’m sure that when they started 
rehearsing this epic the director 
told them it was a melodrama; | 
never heard such long pregnant 
pauses between lines, 


The first rule of trying to put on a 
Spine tingler is to make it all real 
enough at the beginning so that 
the audience is grabbed. This one 


| Started with clichés and over- 


playing. Any horror that was 
skulking around the corridors of 
this boys’ school was severely 
compromised by the dereliction of 
attention to the basic precepts of 
what it should take to satisfy an 
audience today. | say ‘should 
take’’ advisedly. The success of 
this play, well-meaning as it is, 
indicates the relatively low state 
of today’s theatrical taste. Too 
many people are willing to settle 
for a good deal less than they are 
entitled to.—_Sandy Lesberg 
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The biggest publicity stunt in 
movie history was probably Mike 
Todd's million-dollar send-off for 
Around the World in Eighty Days. 
He hired the old Madison Square 
Garden and gave an _ intimate 
champagne supper for 18,000, 
offering prominently among other 
hors d’oeuvres his wife Elizabeth 
Taylor on a pink elephant. It is 
unlikely that today’s ‘‘bookkeeper”’ 
producers will outdo Todd's 
gesture, but they keep trying for 
the same results. Recently, for 
instance, Paramount joined forces 
with TWA for a ‘Sky-High 
Double World Premiere’ of The 
Adventurers and a new 747 
jet. The film, yet another exposition 
of jet set genitalities from Harold 
Robbins, fortunately ran a poor 
second to the promotion adven- 
ture. 

Some 150 domestic and foreign 
press people were flown from 
New York to Los Angeles in the 
jet to view the film in a six-hour 
flurry of champagne, movie stars 
and duck a la Rouennaise. By the 
time Paramount and TWA are 
finished with the promotion cam- 
paigns that will grow out of it, this 
little cross-country fling will have 
cost them a quarter of a million 
dollars. Ultimately they hope to 
realize many millions on the 
investment, but the 747 is a big 
plane to fill, and The Adventurers 
isn't Around the World in Eighty 
Days. Well, at least they earn a nod 
for bringing a touch of that oldtime 
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most of | 
| which turned out to be abortive. | 


hit L.A. 
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Promotion touchdown : Producer Gilbert (right) and fellow Adventurers 


Hollywood bravura into the work- 
aday world of contemporary 
moviemaking. Close, but no pink 
elephant. t 

Film promotion and_ publicity 
departments are usually separate 
entities within a company, but the 
distinction between them is a fine 
one. A studio publicity manager 
explains simply that ‘‘promotion 
is buying regular advertising 
space, while publicity is procuring 
space not for sale” (which can 
also run into money, as Todd and 
Paramount and many before them 
have illustrated). The object of 
both, however, is to bring their 
product to the attention of the 
public either by buying prime 
advertising space or, as one p.r. 
man put it, ‘getting the big news 
break.” Of course, as the media 
and the public become more 
sophisticated, this gets tougher to 
do. 


Some __ publicity campaigns 
evolve naturally. David O. 
Selznick’s inability to find the 


right actress for Scarlett O'Hara in 
Gone With The Wind started a 
talent hunt which ended in vast 
free publicity and Vivien Leigh. 
Promotion campaigns are less 
spontaneous, of course, but often 
as effective. Besides 747s they 
include tie-ups for mutual gain 
with toy companies, fashion 
houses, «and publishers. At 
Academy Awards time this year, 
New American Library cashed in 
by issuing screenplays of the 
original stories of eight films with 
28 nominations between them. 
Fashion tie-ins were accomplished 
with Star (the “thirties” look), 
Paint Your Wagon (the ‘‘calico” 
look), Butch Cassidy and the 
Sundance Kid (the “Butch” 
look) and Goodbye, Mr Chips 
(the ‘English schoolboy” look). 

A durable gimmick is nudity. 
Particularly in puritanical America 
where movie nudity was forbidden 
for so long, audiences seem to 
possess an incurable need for skin. 
From the time of De Mille’s early 
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silent spectacles you had only to 
give a girl a bath (suds well 
above the nipples) to get full 
coverage—if you'll excuse the 
pun. It was also De Mille who 
brought bathing to its sudsy 
summit when Claudette Colbert, 
his 1934 Cleopatra, slipped into 
an elaborate, well-publicized milk 
bath. Among the countless other 
stars who have done ballyhooed 
bathtub duty in the altogether are 
Joan Crawford, Rock Hudson, 
Paulette Goddard, Laurence 
OlivieranJ Tony Curtis (together !), 
the Dionne Quintuplets and, of 
course, Esther Williams. Granted, 
she usually wore a bathing suit, 
but most of her career was spent 
underwater. 

New Yorkers have been particu- 
larly put upon over the years by 
publicity stunting. Among the 
burdens jthey have borne are 
strolling apes (Planet of the 
Apes), singing vampires (Were- 
wolf in a Girl's Dormitory), 
and 50 drunken newsmen ona pub 
crawl (The Molly Maguires). 
They also get benefits like a piece 
of Shakespeare’s birthday cake 
(when the bard’s 352nd birthday 
coincided with the showing of 
Zefferellis Romeo and Juliet) 
or a package of simulated LSD (to 
commemorate a _ psychedelic 
marathon called The Trip). 

Perhaps the most amusing of 
recent gimmicks, though, was one 
that backfired in Chicago. In a 
scene of American-International’s 
DeSade, the macabre marquis of 
the title spreads strawberry jam 
over the breasts of a nubile extra. 
To capitalize fully on this show- 
stopper, the studio publicity 
department decided to distribute 
jars of Schmucker's “homemade” 
strawberry jam. It is not determined 
what effect the maneuver had on 
ticket sales, but it did provoke a 
frantic call from Schmucker’s: 
“Stop passing out our jam,” they 
implored, “it's bad for the 
company image.” — James 
Kotsilibas- Davis. 
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SOUNDS: 


Byrd on the wing 


Los Angeles is a music city, as 
opposed to New York which is a 
city with musicians. The billboards 
of New York are devoted to 
cigarettes and cars and cough 
medicines. In Hollywood the bill- 
boards are devoted to records. 
Musicians walk from recording 
studios to restaurants and greet 
other musicians. Long-haired kids 
line the Sunset Strip. Some of 
them have gold records and some 
of them intend to and some of 
them just like to hang out in the 
same environment as music 
people. 

Los Angeles groups—The Byrds, 
Sonny and Cher, and Paul Revere 


and the Raiders—joined with 
Motown to mount the first 
counter-offensive against the 


British pop invasion. Since then, 
other L.A.-based pop groups have 
come along—The Mamas and 
Papas, The Doors, The Mothers of 
Invention, The Fifth Dimension, 
Crosby, Stills, Nash and Young, 
and Ike and Tina Turner to name a 
few. 

1970 seems to be the break- 
through for still one more Los 
Angeles group—The Flying Bur- 
rito Brothers. Gram Parsons, 
the acknowledged leader of the 
group, grew -up in Waycross, 
Georgia, and has never lost nor 
cared to lose his country roots. He 
acquired national prominence 
when he became a member of 
The Byrds. However when The 
Byrds agreed to do a South 
African tour it was paradoxically 
the Georgia-born Parsons who 
refused to go. 

Other members of the new 
group are bassist Chris Hillman, 
Bernie Leadon on guitar, Sneaky 
Pete on Hawaiian steel guitar, and 
Mike Clark on drums. 

The Flying Burrito Brothers 
play a very heavily country- 
oriented rock. That is, their music 
often twangs and pines, but you 
can dance to it. Although several 
groups have been having fun 
exploring the country roots of 
rock, very, very few have com- 
mitted themselves as thoroughly 
to country music as the Burritos. 
If you close your eyes and listen to 
the Burritos you'd think you were 
in Nashville. But if you open your 
eyes the look is pure Woodstock. 

Traditional country music is 
sentimental and/or patriotic. It's 
the music that segregationist 
candidates for governor play to: 
attract crowds and votes. Quite 
simply country music, derived 
from old Anglo-Ilrish ballads, 
filtered through hillbilly music, 
counts among its biggest fans the 


people who cherish the old 
values; and it’s most despised by 
people who boost the new values. 
The Burritos with their long hair 
and expressive clothes would 
never be the guests of honor at a 
Ku Klux Klan picnic. On the other 
hand, their out and out country 
sound remind too many of the 
group's chronological peers of 
everything they want to forget. 

So far their following is limited 
to musicians and a few cogno- 
scenti. On a typical night when 
the group was playing, the small 
audience included Jim Morrison, 
Linda Ronstadt and the Rolling 
Stones. On another night they 
attracted Janis Joplin and Marlon 
Brando. 

“Everybody tries to get into 
blues as hard as they can go; but 
they'll go this far into country 
music,” says Parsons. “| think 
perhaps young people associate 
country music with drinking. | 
don't know why they don't 
associate blues with drinking.” 

“It seems as though. you have 
to do—if you get this—an intern- 
ship to be a rock and roll doctor. 
And this internship includes being 
on call 24 hours a day and it 
includes working 18 hours a day. 
And _it includes seeing enormous 
staff and finding out what they 
think and includes learning from 
experienced doctors how they 
make their operations. We learn 
from witnessing these operations 
and we learn from doing our own. 
And so maybe someday we'll get 
our own rock and roll Ph.D. A 
Ph.D includes being a star but it 
is not exclusive to being a star. It 
means doing a good show. 

“1 tell you our whole set-up 
isn't art. Our whole establishment 
isn't art.-All those black and white 
buses that take everybody to the 
glass house (jail) are just taking 
everybody to the poor house. It all 
means something but it means 
absolutely nothing to me. | don’t 
dig their war in Vietnam. | don’t 
dig their policemen. | don't dig 
their Gulf of Tonkin. | don't dig 
their gunboats. | don’t dig their 
gun-cars. | don’t dig any of it. 
Dig may not be the word they dig 
but | think they‘re queer, man.” 

There’s an honesty there, an 
emotional clarity. It's in the man, 
the group and the music. 

This seems like the year for 
another Los Angeles music group 
to make it big and this seems like | 
the year for a country music 
group that reflects today. 


Penthouse picks 


Sweetheart of the Rodeo, The 
Byrds, Columbia (CS 9670) 4 and 
8 track tape. 
The Gilded Palace of Sin, The 
Flying Burrito Brothers, A & M 
Records (4175) 4 and 8 track and 
cassette tapes. 

—Norman Schreiber. 


EVEN IF YOU DON'T DRESS FOR DINNER, 
YOU SHOULD WEAR SOCKS THAT WILL STAY UP 


Wherever you are, however you dress, calf and over-the-calf) and dozens of colors. 
t stay-up socks are essential. We also make the Spoiler soft with a blend 
That’s why Esquire Socks makes of 70% Orlon*, 25% Expando nylon and 
the Spoiler, and guarantees it to stay up under 5% spandex. 
any conditions. With Esquire Socks Spoiler, you'll always 
And since every man is an individual,we be free from falling socks. 
make the Spoiler in 3 lengths (anklet, mid- If nothing else. 


Esquire Socks Spoiler in three lengths. 
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et us get one thing straight: my title 

does not mean that | am about to offer 
you a list of party activities or Things To 
Do when entertaining a group of bored 
husbands and wives. No such disgrace- 
ful frivolity will you find here; this is a 
Contribution to Knowledge based on 
my original research into the psychology 
of infidelity.* For | mean by “games” 
much what Dr Eric Berne did in Games 
People Play (another serious scientific 
work often mistaken for entertainment) 
—not straightforward playful contests, 
but transactions whose real goals are 
something other than they appear to be 
and whose real motivations are un- 
known to the player and his opponents 
alike Many unfaithful men and women 
are, of course, not playing games but 
pursuing exactly what they seem to be 
—true love, an ego boost, or merely 
coitus felix |loosely: a good screw]. 
But the aims of many others are hidden 
from all concerned, including them- 
selves ; their infidelities are a species of 
con game in which the con man is one 
of his own marks. Consider, for instance, 
Brinkmanship, a game of Pseudo- 
Infidelity played by Adulterer and 
Mistress (Mate does not participate). 
The ostensible aim is to see how close 


*For the original research, see the author’s work, The 
Affair (World, 1970). 
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one can come without being really 
unfaithful, i.e., without actually Doing 
It. At a party, Adulterer may place his 
first bet in the form of a little eye-play 
with Mistress; he goes no farther, but 
retires contented, and jingles his 
winnings happily all the way home. For 
if he didn't win much—only a tiny thrill— 
at least he risked little: he said not one 
impermissible word nor touched one 
square inch of off-limits epidermis. 

But to play the game he has to come 
back and make ever-larger bets. Some 
players do so with words, in a graduated 
scale of this sort: 

1 Compliment delivered with genial 
chuckle signifying that one is only 
Kidding Around ; 

2 Compliment delivered with low, 
sincere laugh or even none at all; 

3 Jocular suggestion about getting 
together some day for a drink; 

4 Same suggestion sans jocularity ; 

5 Romantic talk hedged by subjunc- 
tives (“If | weren't married,” etc.) ; 

6 Ditto, hedged by patently phony 
disclaimers (‘| know nothing can come 
of this, but’ etc.). 

Other players gamble with deeds 
rather than words. Beyond the eye-pass, 
Adulterer may increase his bet to a red 
chip by dancing more closely than 
considered Right and Proper (if tumes- 


cence develops and is made obvious to 
Mistress, the bet stands at a b/ue chip). 
Next come Stolen Kisses in the kitchen, 
hallway, or garage. and next Party 
Gropery, in which Adulterer fondly 
presses and kneads certain fleshy por- 
tions of Mistress’s anatomy, despite 
the intervening barrier of several layers 
of clothing, under-clothing, padding, 
and foundation garments. While these 
impediments greatly limit tactile sensi- 
tivity, players value the activity highly, 
since It is (1) loads of fun, and (2) ob- 
viously wrong and bad, but (3) not an 
actual Breach of one’s Marital Vows. 
The true brinkman and brinkwoman 
do not, however, rest content here. 
They meet in secret, later on, to Talk the 
Whole Thing Over Sensibly, this being a 
euphemism for Going Somewhat 
Further—i.e., inserting their hands in 
and under each other's clothing to 
palpate the crucial parts and murmur 
admiringly over their excellent charac- 
teristics, without attempting to conjoin 
them. When the betting has gone as 
high as they can stand, one—usually the 
female—ends the round by giving the 
required signal: ‘Darling this is insane 
of us! ... What are we doing ?” Both 
thereupon desist, adjust their clothing, 
and with pained sighs and lingering 
kisses bid each other goodbye. Despite 


their seeming torment, each is deeply 
satisfied, for each feels like a victor in 
the game against themselves, in which 
they let Id advance almost to the goal, 
and then, with the help of Superego, 
saved the day. 

Yet each is mistaken; each fails to 
recognize that his or her real goal is 
precisely the opposite. For each uncon- 
sciously wants Id to overpower Super- 
ego; only defeat is the true victory, only 
failure the true success. 

And therefore they go on. Those who 
gamble primarily with words raise their 
bets until they make a final and losing 
wager of the general form: ‘| never 
meant to fall in love with you, but...” 
Almost at once, Player recognizes that 
he or she has gone too far, and there- 
upon concedes; i.€., gamely tosses in 
the body like a good loser throwing 
away his last chip. 

Those who gamble primarily with 
physical acts likewise increase their bets 
more and more daringly until they are 
wiped out, the final. phase of the game 
often taking place in somewhat the 
following fashion: | 
Play #1: “Couldn't we just take off our 
clothes and lie together without doing 
anything ?” 

“Absolutely not! | couldn't! We daren't 
. . . Well, maybe it wouldn't be too 


wrong, if that’s really all.”’ 

Play #2: “Something seems to be in the 
way, doesn’t it ?” 

“| could make room in between, but. . . 
can | trust you ?” 

Play #3: “May | just put it in for a 
moment, p/ease, if | promise not to let 
anything happen ?” 

“No! Please! | can’t! It’s wrong! ... 
Do you promise ?”’ 

Play #4: “Ah! Oh!” etc. 

“Stop | You promised |’ 

“| can't—we must—" 

“Ooo! Eee!” etc. 

The game is now over, both players 
having apparently lost, but actually won. 

Let us turn, therefore, to another 
Game of Pseudo-Infidelity called Two- 
for-flinching, a two-handed game 
between Player and his or her Mate, the 
apparent object of which is to have an 
Innocent Relationship With a Person Of 
the Opposite Sex (P.0.0.S.). Real 
object, however, is to have Mate become 
aware of it, suspect the worst, and act 
accordingly (i.e., to make Mate flinch), 
and then to prove Mate to be mistaken, 
insecure, paranoid, and hostile (i.e. to 
give her or him two-for-flinching). 

To begin the game, Player can (1) 
talk long and animatedly to P.O.O.S. at 
a party, or dance with her or him several 
times in a row; (2) receive a friendly 


phone call at home from P.O.0.S. and 
take it on the phone in another room, 
closing the door for maximum effect; 
(3) receive a letter from P.O.0.S. and 
read itin Mate’s presence without saying 
anything; (4) casually mention having 
lunched recently with some old friend 
(but of course a P.O.0.S.) just to catch 
up on things. Game then proceeds as 
follows: 

Play #1 : Mate acts moody and troubled. 
Player acts cheerful and affectionate. 
Play #2: Mate becomes cranky and 
sullen. 

Player grows solicitous, offers to get the 
aspirin. 

Play #3: Mate makes veiled allusions to 
presumed affair. 

Player is puzzled, uncomprehending. 
Play #4: Mate bursts forth with 
accusations. 

Player is (a) amused, then (b) in- 
credulous, then (c) righteously indig- 
nant, and (d) plays Trump. 

Playing Trump consists of any of the 
following: throwing letters in Mate’s 
jap (they are, of course, innocuous) ; 
dialing P.O.0.S., handing phone to 
Mate, and urging her or him to demand 
Just What Is Going On (Mate, naturally, 
hangs up at once); pointing out the 
manifold opportunities Player has had 
to cheat unobserved, which makes it 
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absurd to accuse same of cheating 
openly; and bitterly telling Mate how it 
hurts to be falsely accused when one 
has been true in mind as well as body. 
Mate apologizes and begs forgiveness 
(crying copiously, if female); Player 
gathers in the chips. 

So much for Pseudo-Infidelity; we 
now proceed to the real thing. Let us 
consider first Games of Self-Justifica- 
tion, the simplest of which is Accident. 
Usually played as a form of solitaire, i.e. 
against one’s conscience, Player finds 
legitimate reason to visit certain places 
and do certain things that expose him 
to temptation; e.g., man travelling on 
business finds his hotel room boring or 
stuffy after dinner, takes a walk for a 
little fresh air, stops in for one quick 
drink at a cocktail lounge, falls into 
conversation with a really nice girl, and 
—well, accidents w/// happen, and 
victims wi// be winners. Or young 
housewife whose husband is out of 
town gets phone call from his partner, 
who needs to stop by and pick up 
certain important papers, and does so in 
the evening after the baby is asleep. 
They chat, they have a drink; they put 
on a few records, they have a drink: 
they dance, they have a drink; she feels 
a little dizzy and lies down on the couch 
and—accidents happen. 

A useful additional feature of ‘‘Acci- 
dent” is that in a showdown with Mate 
it can be used defensively and even 
offensively. A specimen stratagem: 
Mate: How did | fail? What did | do 
wrong ? 

Player: You didn’t fail. You're an ideal 
wife. 

Mate: You don’t love me, you love her! 
Player: | adore you. She doesn’t mean a 
thing to me. 


Mate: Then why ? Tell me why ? 
Player: Like | said, | was so tired that 
after a few drinks | fell asleep on a bed, 
and everyone went home, and next 
thing | knew—it was just an accident... 
Besides, she’s not half as good at it as 
you are. 

Mate: Honestly ? 

Player: Honestly ... Come here. That's 
better... 

Player thereupon doubles his score, as 
one might say. 

But not always. The game being 
fairly unsubtle, it can be worked only a 
few times. Player may then have to 
abandon it and try You made me do it. 
The “you” is Mate, but game is actually 
played as solitaire, and could also be 
called She (He) drove me to it. 
Ostensible aim is to be good to Mate 
or to work out some adjustment within 
marriage. Typical moves of Adulterer, if 
male: 

Encourages wife to make _ herself 
comfy in the evening sans make-up, 
with hair in curlers, cream under eyes, 
etc. 

Encourages her to spend more even- 
ings at community work, PTA meetings, 
etc. 

Avoids inflammatory discussions by 
forcing self to make no replies whatever 
to provocative statements or even by 
walking out. 

Is so considerate of wife’s sexual 
feelings as to wait for her to suggest 
love-making; or, conversely, is so 
mature and honest as to admit con- 
tinuing desire for certain Unusual 
Variations. 

Typical moves of Adulterer, if female: 

Encourages husband to treat himself 
well on weekends and vacations, avoid- 
ing the razor and the tub, and spending 
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as much time as he likes watching 
football on TV. 

Encourages husband to spend more 
time at the gym, on hunting trips, and 
playing poker with the boys. 

During disagreements, tries to clarify 
issues by talking things out thoroughly, 
no matter how late the hour or how 
strenuous the upcoming day. 

Strives for honesty and true com- 

patibility in sex: i.e., never does it unless 
she’s really in the mood, never fakes an 
orgasm, and never tells him it was great 
unless it really was. 
By means of such tactics, Adulterer 
should eventually be able to regard 
Mate, if female, as ugly, selfish, bitchy, 
and frigid, or if male, as _ boorish, 
disgusting, uncommunicative, and a 
lousy lover (or else a dirty old goat). 
Adulterer understandably feels unhappy, 
lonely, and unloved, and hence Is driven 
to seek consolation elsewhere, ‘for 
hands-down victory. 

It is possible to play a game in which 
self-justification is not the hidden, but 
the apparent aim, the hidden one being 
worse. Such Is the case with Sexy me. 
Player is usually male; hence game also 
known as /‘m just too much for any one 
woman. While it seems a classic effort 
to justify one’s extra-marital shenani- 
gans to one’s conscience, Mate, or 
potential Mistress, its real purpose is 
simply to permit Player to make claims 
of immense virility. Particularly useful 
in the locker-room, where it has the 
tactical advantage of being a brag that 
masquerades as a rueful confession of a 
physical anomaly (‘I'll tell you the 
truth, George, I'd /ike to be faithful to 
the Little Woman, but! can’t help myself. 
| just can't seem to get enough. There 


must be something about my 
Glands: :...5, Ds 
Effective counterattacks, however, 


exist. Mistress may play ‘Me Too,” 
asserting her own need for more than 
one partner, and throwing Player off 
balance. Mate may counterattack Adul- 
terer with “More! More!’’—1.e., accepts 
Player's claims and becomes sexually 
aroused by them, turning to him night 
after night, coming back at 3 am for 
Seconds, and soliciting Extras on week- 
end mornings. Player's position is un- 
tenable; unless he withdraws from 
outside activity or leaves home, he faces 
imminent physical collapse. 

Finally, the most challenging of the 
Games of Self-Justification It’s good 
for my marriage. Only for the 
sophisticate, this highly philosophic 
game justifies infidelity as follows: (1) 
monogamy is not natural to mankind; 
viz. Kinsey, Margaret Mead, Konrad 
Lorenz, etc.; (2) | love my wife (or 
husband), but |’d be bored and unhappy 
if | forced myself to be faithful; (3) 

ppier being unfaithful, 

I'm a better husband and father (wife 
and mother) ; (4) since it’s good for my 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 90 
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that breaking the ice is better than watching it melt 


TV’s own Ed McMahon brings all men a gift of good (ugh!) tumbler, some matches? That’s all you'll need to 
cheer—jauntily brimming over with fun and games be the Houdini of the hangout spot. A terrific gift for 
for the drinking classes. _fpreemaentnnicnremnnes essa == everyone who takes a nip 
A hilarious and practical sg ee now and then. The price 
guide to better living is considerably less than 
through barside diver- a fifth—only $3.95. And 
sions, teasers, tricks, the book’s illustrated by 


jokes, bets, games, Phil Interlandi. 
magic, and, oh, yes, cures n 

for ye hangover—all 
guaranteed to put a little 

something extra in the WORLD 


party. Got a bit of string? 
A paper napkin or two, a 
handy dollar bill, a water 
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drmonizing the words and the music for a popular song is a process with a long tradition of discordant partnerships 


Most men, if they are honest with you, 
will admit that at odd moments in their 
lives they have seen themselves as song- 
writers. “Anyone can write a song”, 
they feel—and when one hears some of 
the masterpieces unblushingly — per- 
formed by pop groups, it sometimes 
seems as if anyone has done so. Perhaps 
anyone can write a song, but few can 
write a good one. What the man in the 
street. or the discotheque or the record 
booth, overlooks is that songwriting is 
a doublesided art, in which each side, 
the words and the music, is a rare skill in 
itself. Only a tiny elite, including Cole 
Porter, Noel Coward, Irving Berlin and a 
handful of others, has ever mastered 
both halves of the act. So a third factor 
enters the songwriting equation—colla- 
boration. And that’s where the trouble 
starts, and also the comedy. 

Many composers can hardly put two 
words together, let alone write a lyric, 
and almost all lyricists are so totally 
ignorant about music that they'd con- 
fuse a quaver with a physical tremor. In 
such cases each partner easily believes 
that the other’s contribution is unim- 
portant, and as all royalties have to be 
split down the middle the tensions this 
can produce can be imagined. Some- 
times private contempt even spills out 
into the open, as in the most famous of 
all songwriting partnerships, that of 
Gilbert and Sullivan. These two men 
were so antipathetic in temperament, 
background and attitude that they had 
only to work together for a while to end 
up loathing each other, refusing to talk 
or meet, slanging each other in public, 
and threatening the law courts at the 
slightest provocation, or indeed without 
any provocation at all. 

A second-rate dramatist with a genius 
for rhyme, William Schwenk Gilbert 
established with Arthur Sullivan, a hack 
composer of oratorio with a sublime gift 
for light music, the most successful 
words-and-music partnership of the 
last 100 years. But all the time he was 
rhyming the Savoy operas, Gilbert 
thought that the world was being 
deprived of his dramatic masterpieces. 
Sullivan was meanwhile equally con- 
vinced that posterity was being denied 
all those pious oratorios. Worse still, 
Gilbert felt (not without reason) that 
Sullivan was a social-climbing toady, 
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while Sullivan (also not without reason) 
felt that Gilbert was a rude overbearing 
bully who never knew what he wanted. 
Sullivan would rather have assaulted 
Queen Victoria herself than sit through 
one of his partner's excruciating blank- 
verse dramas, and Gilbert thought that 
all music was a waste of time unless it 
happened to be graced by his own 
lyrics. 

Here was a comic situation no writer 
of fiction would dare invent. Indeed, the 
more we think about it, the more 
surprising it becomes that Gilbert never 
thought of writing a comic opera about 
it. Here were two men, indispensable to 
each other, and yet consumed by a 
withering mutual contempt. In any civil 
war Gilbert would have waited to see on 
which side Sullivan aligned himself and 
then promptly volunteered for the other. 
Each one tried different partners without 
success. Each kept vowing never to 
work with the other again, and then 
changed his mind. The truth was that 
both Gilbert and Sullivan Joved money 
even more than they hated each other, 
so that even though they might refuse to 
speak, or even to meet socially, they 
continued to collaborate. 

Today, because the gifts for wit and 
ridicule were all on Gilbert's side, it is 
Sullivan we tend to laugh at. In dismiss- 
ing the art to which poor Sullivan had 
devoted his whole life, Gilbert once 
confessed: “| know only two tunes. 
One of them is ‘God Save the King’ and 
the other one isn't’. About to embark on 
a new opera, he gave Sullivan a 
searching look and inquired: “Now 
you're quite sure you're not sickening 
for another oratorio ?’’ As he put it later 
in a pretended fit of gloom: “‘If that man 
had his way, he’d put the whole Bible to 
music’. 

The pattern of incompatibility, if not 
open hostilities, set by the Savoy team 
has been repeated by most of the 
partnerships responsible for today’s 
standards. In the 1920s the influx of 
mid-European composers into Broad- 
way brought new opportunities for 
discord. Many of these melodic masters 
hardly bothered to learn their new 
language, so that there occurred the 
anomaly of a composer drawing royal- 
ties on songs whose words he not only 
had no interest in, but scarcely under- 
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stood. One night the Hungarian-born 
Broadway master Sigmund Romberg, 
who had made a fortune out of his 
collaboration with Oscar Hammerstein 
in The Desert Song, found himself on 
the losing end of a rubber of bridge. His 
partner and lyricist, trying to think of 
some way of letting Romberg know he 
was holding only one trump, had a 
sudden brainwave and started humming 
one of Romberg’s big hits from The 
Desert Song, the ballad called ‘One 
Alone’. Obtusely, Romberg ignored the 
hint, led the wrong card and lost the 
rubber. Later his partner asked him: 

“Ziggy, what happened ? | gave you a 
clue. | hummed your song”. 

Romberg looked blank. ‘What song ?” 

“You know. ‘One Alone’.” 

“Ach”, Romberg replied, “who knows 
from lyrics ?” 

A rare case of harmony on both the 
musical and personal fronts was the 
family team of the Gershwins. It was a 
happy accident that, after trying several 
lyricists, George suddenly realized in 
1923 that his own brother Ira was better 
than any of them. No two brothers have 
ever presented a greater contrast in 
temperament, yet the Gershwins formed 
one of the most amicable as well as 
successful songwriting partnerships of 
this century. George was the egotist, 
modestly admitting that he happened to 
be a genius, while Ira, the bookish one, 
stepped into the background and pro- 
vided his brother with some of the 
wittiest rhymes in the popular repertoire. 

The Gershwins also illustrate one of 
the few advantages of having to take a 
partner, which is that no matter how 
brillant you might be, another man’s 
judgement can sometimes be sounder 
than yours. While engaged on the score 
of a Broadway show, George had con- 
cocted an excellent melody intended for 
a fast tapdance chorus routine. One 
night after a gruelling day at rehearsals, 
George sat pensively at the piano play- 
ing some of his favorite music, which 
was of course exclusively Gershwin 
music. He began playing his tapdance 
song, only at half the normal speed. Ira 
looked up, listened for a few bars and 
then said: “I think that’s the tempo it 
should be’. George agreed, and an hour 
or so later Ira had completed the lyrics of 
the song which came to be known as 
“Someone to Watch Over Me”. 

The personal success of the Gershwin 
partnership was the more surprising in 
that George was not the ‘easiest of 
colleagues. Intensely proud of his 
position as the leader of the songwriting 
profession, he knew he was its most 
gifted member and saw no reason to 
pretend he wasn’t. Oscar Levant has 
told how he went on an overnight rail 
trip with George. When the time came to 
retire for the night, George took the 
lower bunk without even offering to 
discuss the point. Levant said nothing 
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but meekly climbed into the upper bunk. 
After a few minutes silence George 
poked his head round the curtain and 
remarked: ‘Upper berth, lower berth. 
That's the difference between talent and 
genius”. 

Gershwin often exhibited this naive 
vanity, once almost causing a permanent 
breach in an old friendship. One of his 
favorite sports was handball and one of 
his closest associates the successful 
songwriter Harry Ruby. One afternoon 
while the two of them were playing 
handball, George suddenly withdrew, 
explaining that his hands were too 
valuable to be exposed to possible 
injury. Ruby’s answer was obvious: “So 
what about my hands ?” Without intend- 
ing any hurt, Gershwin replied: ‘Well, 
it's not the same thing”. 

Ruby avoided Gershwin for the next 
two years. One day they met by chance 
at Atlantic City, and Gershwin, innocent 
as always, asked Ruby what was wrong. 
Ruby reminded him of the handball 
incident, ending with the words: “And 
then you said it wasn't the same thing”. 
Gershwin stood there saturnine in the 
Atlantic sunlight and considered Ruby’s 
grievance. Then he pronounced: “Well, 
ihisna 

Still, Gershwin had a cross of his own 
to bear, though a lovable one, in the 
form of his own father Morriss, who 
combined an intense pride in his son’s 
work with the first-generation immi- 
grant’s utter inability to comprehend 
what that work was. To Gershwin pere, 
the complexities of ‘Fascinating 
Rhythm’ were resolved into “Fashion 
on the River’, and he always regarded 
his own special song as ‘‘Embraceable 
You”, with its line “Come to papa, come 
to papa, do’. Go on, George’, he used 
to say, ‘play them that song about me”. 
It was Gershwin’s father who clinched 
the arguments about the merits of 
“Rhapsody in Blue” with the comment: 
“Of course it’s important. It lasts 15 
minutes, don't it ?” 

Such was the strength of his musical 
personality that the quality and origin- 
ality of Gershwin’s music would prob- 
ably have remained unaffected no 
matter who his collaborator might have 
been. But a change of partners can 
sometimes effect a most dramatic 
change of musical personality, as evi- 
denced vividly by the two independent 
careers of Richard Rodgers. For his first 
20 years of composing, Rodgers worked 
with Lorenz Hart, for the second 20 with 
Oscar Hammerstein, and even the most 
casual study of his output reveals an 
astonishing variation in the style of his 
music during the two periods. It seems 
likely that despite the gargantuan 
success of Rodgers-Hammerstein 
shows like Oklahoma!, The King and /, 
South Pacific and The Sound of Music, 
Rodgers will eventually be remembered 
for, and measured by, the brilliant 


sophistication of the earlier songs he 
wrote with Hart (a partnership romanti- 
cized in the musical Words and Music). 

Hart was perhaps the most gifted 
versifier since Gilbert, a polyglot who 
could move at will between sentiment 
(‘My Funny Valentine’) and satire 
(“The Lady Is a Tramp’’)—both songs, 
incidentally, written for the same show. 
Compare items like “My Heart Stood 
Still”, “If They Asked Me! Could Write a 
Book”, ‘‘Manhattan’” and “Mountain 
Greenery’’ with more recent Rodgers 
successes like “If | Loved You” and 
“Climb Every Mountain”, and the truth 
begins to emerge that Hart touched a 
chord in Rodgers’s make-up that 
Hammerstein never even knew existed. 
With Hart, Rodgers was capable of 
astringency, with Hammerstein only 
sentimentality. The question imme- 
diately arises whether this contrast was 
due to the power of Hart's personality or 
merely to altered methods of technique, 
for when Rodgers changed partners he 
also changed his working approach. 
With Hart the music was always done 
first, with Hammerstein always the 
lyrics. 

Does the priority matter ? Yes, accord- 
ing to Johnny Mercer, four-time 
Academy Award lyricist, and the man 
responsible for, among others, “That 
Old Black Magic’, “Charade”, “Moon 
River’ and ‘Days of Wine and Roses”. 
He believes the music should come first 
because otherwise the words will be 
nothing more than  rumpty-tumpty. 
“Write the words first’, Mercer told me, 
“and it's odds on you end up with 
doggerel. No lyricist in the world can 
produce enough variations-.of rhythm to 
create a satisfactory lyric’. 

Mercer's analysis makes sense when 
we remember that Gilbert. who wrote 
the words first, was primarily the 
greatest master of doggerel the popular 
song has ever known. In limiting himself 
to the rhythms of Hammerstein’s words, 
Rodgers evidently sacrificed a great deal 
of his invention, even though he himself 
has always seemed to be happier with 
his later work than with the youthful 
fireworks of the Hart period. 

There is a polite fiction in the song- 
writing business that Rodgers only 
formed his alliance with Hammerstein 
after Hart died. This is untrue. It was not 
Hart’s death that made Rodgers look for 
a new partner. It was his alcoholism and 
his gradual loss of professional self- 
discipline. In fact, the ailing Hart was In 
the audience for the first of the Rodgers- 
Hammerstein first nights. This was 
Oklahoma!, the show inexplicably re- 
garded by critics as the point at which 
the musical arrived at maturity. All his 
life Rodgers had been pursuing some- 
thing which he called the “integrated 
score’, by which he meant a musical in 
which every song arose naturally out of 
the action and characterization. In 


Oklahoma! he felt he had realized it at 
last. Rodgers was surely mistaken. 
There can be no such thing as the 
integrated score, for the good reason 
that in real life nobody ever breaks into 
song unless he happens to be drunk. 
For my money, Hart’s impudent rhyme- 
schemes and vast vocabulary remain to 
mock the pretensions of those who have 
followed him. 

But at least Hart has been deified by 
the theater, which is more than can be 
said of another of the great lyricists, 
P. G. Wodehouse. In the years since he 
dropped out of the Broadway theater 
and became the creator of Jeeves, 
Wodehouse has been forgotten as a 
songwriter. Yet on his 80th birthday, 
Rodgers sent him a congratulatory wire 
saying that in the early days Hart, Ira 
Gershwin and the rest of them had all 
worshipped Wodehouse’s work in the 
theater and cribbed from him = un- 
mercifully. Wodehouse’s triumphs as a 
novelist have of course overshadowed 
his musical work, but his great contri- 
bution to songwriting was to give it the 
same comic levity one finds in the 
dialogue of his English country-house 
fiction. During his partnership with 
Jerome Kern, ‘Wodehouse made the 
popular song lyric conversational and 
casual, and did much to rescue it from 
the stagy pomposities of the old mock- 
Viennese style. 

To Wodehouse everything has always 
been a big joke, and in a book of 
reminiscences he has given highly 
colored accounts of how he and Kern 
would try to sell songs to the im- 
presarios. The best of all the Kern- 
Wodehouse numbers, ‘Just My Bill”, 
had been hanging around for 20 years 
when the two partners decided to build 
a trap for Ziegfeld to fall into. Invited to 
the great man’s yacht for a weekend, 
Kern, a master-tactician at this sort of 
thing, wangled an invitation for a certain 
lady singer, who was then carefully 
coached to sing ‘Just My Bill’. At the 
psychological moment aboard, the 
musical broadside was fired at Ziegfeld 
and hit him between wind and water. 
He offered to buy the song immediately. 
Eventually, 21 years after Kern had 
written the melody and 15 after Wode- 
house had put words to it, “Just My 
Bill’ was slipped into the score of Show 
Boat to become one of the great 
standard songs of the decade. 

Even among those rare spirits who 
can manage the whole thing themselves, 
words and music with no outside 
assistance, severe conflicts occur be- 
tween the composer and lyricist sides of 
the same man. During the first world 
war, Irving Berlin the composer wrote a 
tune for Berlin the lyricist, who pro- 
ceeded to botch a potential winner. The 
result was a ditty called “Smile and 
Show Your Dimple”, which appeared in 
a revue for a few weeks and then died a 


speedy and well-deserved death. In 
Hollywood 15 years later, Berlin, stuck 
for a good melody, remembered “Smile 
and Show Your Dimple’, threw out the 
lyric and wrote a new one. Every year 
since then the amended song has 
earned Berlin vast royalties during the 
month of April. The new lyric which 
Berlin wrote was called ‘Easter Parade’. 

These one-man teams often show 
more talent in one department than the 
other. Berlin is primarily a great com- 
poser, Coward a great lyricist, and even 
Cole Porter, richly endowed in -both 
departments, seemed to decline as a 
lyricist towards the end of his life, 
though his music went from strength to 
strength. Lionel Bart, the most success- 
ful British one-man band of recent years 
(Oliver!), complains of the loneliness of 
doing it all yourself, but the general 
feeling is that the advantages of self- 
help far outweigh those pleasures of 
collaboration which can so easily turn 
into civil war. 

What kind of man is the songwriter ? 
He is aman who works In furious bursts 
of inspiration. (Johnny Mercer took 15 
minutes to write the words of “| 
Remember You”, only five to complete 
“Days of Wine and Roses’’.) It also 
helps if he is a stoic with the ability to 
laugh at himself, because much of his 
life will be spent watching other people 
butcher his brainchildren. The Gershwin 
brothers had the mortification of seeing 
one of the greatest popular songs ever 
written, “The Man | Love’, thrown out 
of three successive musicals, because 
either the star or the producer didn't 
like it. “The Man | Love” never did reach 
the Broadway stage, and only won its 
status in the end through the under- 
ground movement of cabaret. 

lra Gershwin once described what 
happened to a musical called “Funny 
Face’, later filmed with Fred Astaire and 
Audrey Hepburn. During the six-week 
out-of-town tryout, the entire score was 
rejected, so that by the time the show 
arrived in New York for its Broadway 
run, the two brothers had composed an 
entirely mew score. Ira explained: 
“George always felt that writing a new 
song was less trouble than arguing 
about an old one with the money men”. 

Finally, of course, come the perils of 
the third member of the collaboration, 
the indispensable, but unpredictable, 
performer. Consider the feelings of 
Johnny Mercer, who wrote the words to 
the romantic “Laura” and then attended 
a concert at which the vocalist changed 
the last phrase from ‘‘but she’s only a 
dream’ to “but she’s only a fool”. 
Between houses the culprit was quickly 
informed of his error, and promised to 
get it right for the second house. He 
then went on and gave a word-perfect 
rendition till he arrived at the last phrase. 
This time he sang “but she’s only a 


drool”. Oty 


“Designs for 
the 70's” 


{ y Hy 
Pay 


by GianCarlo Santini 
for Burtmar 


Now available at 


ELEGANLISSIMO 


The European shop for the elegant man. 
New York: 165, 169 Eighth Ave. 


1038 Second Ave. 2451 Broadway 
Subscription Department 
P.O. Box 410 * Maspeth, N.Y. 11378 
Subscriptions to the American edition 
of Penthouse are available 


at the present time only to 
residents of the U.S. and possesions and Canada. 


1 year (12 issues) $8 
2 years (24 issues) $14 
Each additional year (gift) $6 


Donor’s Name 


Address 


City State Zip 


Check here to receive 


D1 Yr. 2 Yrs: 


your own subscription: 


GIFTS (with gift card in your name): 


Name 


Address = 


City State Zip 


Name 


Address 


City State Zip 


(J Check enclosed []Money Order [Bill me 


35 


PENTHOUSE INTERVIEW /PATRICK McCORMICK 


Comedians, a notoriously competitive lot, are willing to acknowledge 
that one of the best comic minds in the country is to be found in the 
lofty head of Patrick McCormick. Both a writer and a performer, 
McCormick—who is 6ft Zins tall—has written for and/or appeared on 
hundreds of television shows, including Dick Cavett’s, Merv Griffin’s, 
Johnny Carson’s and Jack Paar’s. Among the stars who have called on 
his services as a writer are Danny Kaye, Jonathan Winters, Bob Hope, 
and Lucille Ball. Expanding into politics, McCormick also wrote for the 
late Bobby Kennedy during his campaign for the Democratic presi- 
dential nomination. Currently he is writing a TV special for Don 
Rickles, and has commitments to write screenplays for Jack Lemmon, 
Dick Van Dyke, and Richard Harris. 

Aged 41, McCormick is not only exceptionally tall but weighs 260lbs. 
Says his friend Malachy McCourt, who conducts this exclusive 
Penthouse Interview: “The first thing | do when | meet him is laugh, 
otherwise he might sit on me’. McCormick readily admits to a 
reputation for profanity, explaining that he feels ‘‘there is no other way 
of making enemies’. Comments McCourt: ‘’For all that, | have never 
heard him speak ill of anyone—except his immediate family and 
friends |!" 

It is generally agreed that TV is in bad shape in the U.S., and if the 
likes of Pat McCormick were absent the probability is that it would be 


still worse. 


Penthouse: There’s an awful lot of complaints 
about television, how mediocre it is, particularly 
its humor. If you had your way, would you 
make major changes ? 

McCormick: | think the basic structure of 
television is that an advertiser angles the 
networks. That’s where the money comes from 
— after all, it's a money-making business. And 
to make the bankrollers—the advertisers— 
happy, you have to go for numbers, get a 
higher rating than your competitors, the other 
two networks. So you go for the broad common 
denominator type of show, which limits you. 
The news departments will put on their White 
Papers and their First Tuesdays and the 
documentary things and nobody watches them. 
When you have a show opposite something 
like that, that's when you feel gleeful because 
you know you are going to beat them in the 
ratings. 

Penthouse: It’s all a question of money then ? 
McCormick: Making the customer, the 
advertiser, happy limits what you can do in 
television. Not that we want to see Pablo 
Casals every night, but there are certain strands 
of humor and entertainment that don’t appeal 
to everybody but would make fine television 
programs, | think. But it’s very difficult to find 
a spot for them. 

Penthouse: How much have you _ been 
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inhibited by the television code ? 
McCormick: Well, | try to go as far as | can. 
The movies are now at a point where it’s 
great. The production companies don’t seem 
to mind and consequently you can get films like 
Putney Swope, which | just saw. You can say 
anything now and do anything. People really 
haven't come to that realization, | think—the 
optimum use of this new freedom, in movies, 
on the stage and Broadway, has not yet been 
reached. | don't think that has really sunk in yet. 
Penthouse: They are still shocked by this new 
freedom ? 

McCormick: Yes. Like there are little dashes in 
Oh Calcutta! that touch it. There’s some of it 
in a few films. But | haven't seen anything 
that has really hit it for any length of time. So 
far, only flashes. 
Penthouse: Can you tell 
philosophy of humor ? 
McCormick: | believe, and have felt all my 
life, that one should be uninhibited, and that is 
the central philosophy of almost everything | 
do. Johnny Carson, a friend of mine, said | was 
probably the only person in the world com- 
pletely without inhibition, and that | take as a 
compliment. | believe in throwing off the 
uptight things of morals and ethics and 
establishment encrustations that are put on all 
of us in Western civilization, and | think humor 


us about your 


can accomplish that. If there is a brick wall in 
the way of inhibition, | believe in blas 

away rather than trying to crawl over it. A 

as you are not hurting anybody else, b 

let yourself go, do a cartwheel. | thougin uiat 
was a terrific picture of Abbie Hoffman going 
into court in Chicago doing a cartwheel—it is 
that kind of freewheeling that | try to get into 
my humor. Sometimes it comes out as shocking 
and sometimes it takes a left turn when you 
don’t expect it to. Humor is a tough thing to 
analyse but | think that surprise is certainly a 
part of it. 

Penthouse: Is there such a thing as bad taste 
in humor ? 

McCormick: Yes, | think you can hit areas 
where you might actually hurt people. The idea 
is to make them laugh. | find that Catholics 
take less offense at a joke about a priest or a 
nun or something than people who are not 
Catholics. Bill Cullen, who has a bad leg, is one 
of the funniest guys going about that. He takes 
no offense. | have heard Ray Charles, a blind 
man, at the end of a concert say: ‘Now is there 
anyone would like me to drive them home ?” 
It is usually the other people imposing what they 
think is wrong. | am sure none of us care about 
the Irish bragging about being drunk. You don't 
really get offended by that. It's other people 
who think you shouldn't do it because you 


might be offensive. There are areas of bad taste 
where you can really hurt people, like cripples, 
or talking about war deaths, say—but it’s not 
as big a field as the censor types think. 
Penthouse: What about sexual humor ? 


McCormick: The same: it too should be 
uninhibited. The particular thing about it that | 
like is that there are so many uptight mores 
and taboos in the sexual area. The puritanical 
ethic in religion is just now beginning to crack. 
And, because there are so many taboos, it has 
become a rich area in my mind for triggering 
laughs—you can get belly-laughs because of 
the unexpectedness. 

Penthouse: So, when old mores break down 
and leave a more liberal sexuality, will we have 
less humor ? 

McCormick: That's right. 

Penthouse: What is the difference between 
shock and humor ? 

McCormick: Analysing humor is something | 
try to do only on a general level. | have even 
heard Winters and Rickles say they don't like 
to do it in depth. With few exceptions, one 
seldom finds a real funny person, whoever you 
try to analyse. The difference between shock 
and humor is really a question of semantics and 
logic. Most laughs have surprise in them and 
shock is a form of surprise, but not all shockers 
surprise. 


Penthouse: A curious thing is that there’s no 
tradition of satire in America. Why are so many 
things sacred? In Britain the Government is 
a subject of satire and has been for centuries. 
McCormick: Yes, | know. Spike Milligan is 
one of my heroes. We really could use more of 
him. | think Ernie Kovacs was a little ahead of 
his time. He would be an interesting guy on 
TV now. | hear great things about the English 
satire and comedy in general. 

Penthouse: Who else in the humor line do 
you admire ? 

McCormick: Woody Allen. He’s one of my 
favorites. And W. C. Fields, of course, my all- 
time hero. I’ve enjoyed the things of Peter 
Cook and Dudley Moore. Don Rickles, 
Jonathan Winters, are right on top. Buddy 
Hackett is a very funny guy. Dean Rusk was a 
very funny man, and so is Secretary Rogers. 
Those are some of the funnier ones. 
Penthouse: When you go on TV the audiences 
never seem to be quite with you. 
McCormick: I've done maybe 100 talk 
shows and I'd say maybe on 15 of them the 
audiences were with it. I've had some gang- 
buster nights where I’m doing my thing and 
everybody is catching on to it. But | don't 
think it’s necessary for everybody to catch on. 
| find a lot of young people seem to be fans of 
mine, college kids. | like to go for the big laugh 


and when you stick your neck out for a big 
laugh, you aren’t always going to hit. That's 
why sometimes it can sound like the Marx 
Brothers or W. C. Fields, or it can sound like 
Ernie Kovacs or Spike Milligan, and let's hope 
that there is some flavor of my own that shows 
up in it. | remember on President Conant’s 
desk at Harvard, he had a little sign saying, 
“Behold the turtle. He only makes progress 
when his neck is out.” You do have to stick your 
neck out sometimes if you are going to push a 
frontier of comedy or whatever it is. Sometimes 
| don’t make it, but when | do the payoff is 
better than when I’m up there doing a standard 
Catskill-type monologue. People that | admire, 
anyway, have their own flavor. | mean, there's 
a Jack Benny flavor, and there’s a Bob Hope 
style, and there’s a Jackie Gleeson style, and 
there’s a Don Rickles style. If you stand up and 
just do a set of jokes that you either buy or you 
steal or whatever, they don’t come away 
remembering anything about you. A lot of 
things can read well, like S. J. Perelman, a lot 
of people write very funny stuff. But there is a 
difference when you are trying to really get a 
noise of laughter out of people. 

Penthouse: Could you pick two stars who 
are diametrically opposed and tell us how you 
write for them ? 

McCormick: | worked with Jonathan Winters, 
who liked me to come with the kernel of an 
idea. Like ‘‘I'll interview you as a bee” or “You 
are a pharmacist’s mate in a submarine and 
someone has appendicitis and you are the only 
one who has anything remotely to do with 
medicine so they ask you to take the guy’s 
appendix out’. We started with that kind of 
thing, saw the potential of laughs. Then he and 
1 would kick it around, sometimes improvising 
—I| would be his interviewer or whatever and 
we would wing it back and forth. 
Penthouse: Would you be writing at the 
time or remembering or what ? 

McCormick: I'd have a pad and write down 
the stuff that | thought we should remember. 
Sometimes we taped it, but most of the time 
{ would just write down the highlights. If he hit 
a good line I'd say “Hold it’’ and somehow we 
didn’t spoil the role. By coming in with a 
good premise and feeding him right and then 
being partners, when it was time for me to be 
funny myself, it raised him to a higher level 
which he always got to—and he was always 
aspiring to be even funnier. | may only have 
had 15% of the lines but | had earned my money 
just like a trainer between rounds with a boxer 
by getting him ready. That's the way Winters 
was. Danny Kaye used to like to be involved at 
the beginning. He liked us to pitch ideas to 
him before we ever wrote them and then he 
would make suggestions and we'd take them 
down and, once we wrote it, that was usually 
it. That's the way he worked. Rickles likes 
us to go and do a complete first draft and hand 
it to him, and then he puts his touches to it. 
Lucy [Ball] is a very meticulous person, on to 
every little thing. She wants to know what the 
mativations are and goes over every word and 
every thought. The beauty of her is that she has 
a fantastic unerring knowledge of what is 
right for herself. Something may be very funny 
but she will know if it isn’t right for her and 
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have us change it. The inner gyroscope of 
knowing what is right for oneself holds true 
for a lot of comedians. 

Penthouse: So, though your basic humor does 
not change, you have to suit your ideas to the 
particular person ? 

McCormick: Yes, that’s right. For example, 
Dick Van Dyke is a master of coming in when 
the whole thing is done and we are putting it 
on its feet in rehearsal. His genius is picking up 
business and lines as we are rehearsing. He 
comes into strong play at a late stage. Come- 
dians involve themselves at different stages. 
People like Joey Bishop or Johnny Carson who 
are kind of writers themselves are involved 
throughout the whole thing. 

Penthouse: How about Cavett? 
McCormick: I've never worked for Cavett, 
I've worked with him and he is a writer too, so 
he is the same—it’s funny that all three have 
talk shows and they all have comedy writer's 
minds. When two comedy writers, or a star 
and a writer, get together as a team to create a 
piece of comedy, the technique is not for one to 
be for and one against but rather for them to get 
together and explore ways of getting the 
funniest result, and | hope this can happen in 
society as well. Everyone thinks there have to 
be two sides to every problem—you have to be 
for off-shore drilling in Santa Barbara or you 
have to be against it—why not get together like 
two comedy writers and try for the best possible 
solution, a positive solution ? 

Penthouse: What happens when you have a 
lot of writers working on a show—say with 
Bob Hope or on Laugh-/n? 

McCormick: Usually all the writers get 
together with the producer and the star and 
think up ideas and overall premises. Say you 
get an idea—The last day cigarettes are going 
to be on TV—and let it go wild if it sounds good. 
And then you come up with another idea— 
Inside a cyclamate factory—until you have four 
or five situations. On the old type of shows 
each would run from six to ten minutes so you'd 
need several and also somebody to write 
something for the star or a guest, to integrate 
in with the sketches, so everyone would pitch 
in together breaking down the elements of the 
show. Usually the guys in the team would each 
be assigned a sketch—You go ahead and do 
the Last Day of Cigarette Advertising’’—and you 
would go off and write it. Then the head writer, 
if there was one, would take it and ask for 
rewrites and polish it and punch it up and put 
it together. On a show like Laugh-/n there 
would be about 15 writers working on one 
thing—"’Do a bunch of things on insurance” 
... Do a bunch of things on druggists”... . 
“You handle the Fickle Finger Department”... 
“You give us a batch for the Joke Ball”... 
“That team do the Cocktail Party’. That’s how 
it’s split up, because instead of two or three 
sketches that might take ten minutes there is 
lots of patter and short things. There are times 
—like the old Sid Caesar Show or the Danny 
Kaye Show—where all the writers will sit 
together, with one of them at the typewriter and 
then they all pitched their ideas. 

Penthouse: Tell us about your background 
and education. 

McCormick: | had the normal public school 
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thing and Harvard. | went to law school for a 
year, thinking | was going to be a lawyer, but 
| didn’t like it too much. Came back in March to 
one of my classes and hoped everyone had had 
a nice Christmas—that’s how often | went. 
Penthouse: So you are a law-school drop- 
out? 

McCormick: Right. | was going to go into 
politics, but | dropped the whole thing. 
Penthouse: Do you feel that the education 
system here in general is good ? 

McCormick: | think a lot of it is filling-in- 
the-blank kind of education. When you get 
into a college that has 26,000 students, just 
sheer grading of papers becomes a problem. 
Instead of allowing for creativity in the answers 
to exams, they simplify the job by just filling 
in blanks and names and dates. | think the one 
fault is that we don’t have enough things to 
inspire thinking. It's memorizing rather than 
learning to think about the significance of what 
you learn. 

Penthouse: Do you think university education 
should be a privilege or a right ? 

McCormick: | think there’s a lot of false 
emphasis on it. People just hang on to get a 
better degree because it’s supposed to help 
them get a better job. | like the idea of it being a 
privilege, as long as the opportunity is open to 
everyone. 

Penthouse: When did you decide to be funny ? 
McCormick: | guess the day my pants fell 
down while | was at first holy communion. It 
gave me my first taste of laughter. But it is 
something | think you build all your life, the 
practice of looking at the humorous aspect of 
everything. Being funny was _ something 
around our house. Comedy was given a high 
priority. 

Penthouse: |t has been said, Pat, that you are 
either a poetic humorist or a humorous poet. 
McCormick: The person who said that was 
given the chair, by the way—the electric chair. 
Penthouse: How has poetry influenced you ? 
Who do you think is a great poet in the 
humorous sense ? 

McCormick: | think Brendan Behan used to 
have some great comedy in his poetry. 
Penthouse: What is your favorite story of all 
time ? 

McCormick: I've always been of the one- 
liner type, liked the fast-paced Laugh-/n style. 
Penthouse: You're too impatient to build ? 
McCormick: There's an old style of so-poor- 
that, and some of those are great. Fred Allen 


used to do many of them, and Jack Douglas 
has a great one: We were so poor on Thanks- 
giving we had to stuff the turkey with 
newspaper... We were so poor we had to use 
the same firewood all year long. I’ve had a 
couple of lines that have gone around. | said 
being on LSD is like putting your mouth over 
the Lawrence Welk Show .. . In Hollywood 
their idea of a white Christmas is taking an 
albino to dinner... Those have gotten around. 
Then | had one about Don Rickles, you know, 
saying he kept me waiting when |! went to 
visit him. He was out walking his rat... And you 
can tell when you've got the symptoms of the 
Hong Kong ‘flu, a fever, a headache and an 
insane desire to iron a shirt. 

Penthouse: On freedom: we, who all know 
each other, are relatively free in our marital and 
personal relationships .. . 

McCormick: Yes, | want to thank you for 
your wife last evening. 

Penthouse: Don't mention it. How free should 
a man be? 

McCormick: |'m over toward the anarchy end 
of it. | believe in a lot of freedom, the full 
extent of it. | think that in the ‘60s we saw a 
breakthrough of freedom and | think that kind of 
breakthrough is the whole civilization maturing, 
and | think that we are going to be able to 
handle freedom better as we loosen up and 
open up. | think it’s a very good thing. It was a 
great decade. 

Penthouse: Do you make any distinction 
between freedom and liberty ? 

McCormick: Only semantically. 

Penthouse: What sort of feeling do you have 
about marijuana, LSD, and the hallucinogenic 
drugs ? 

McCormick: | think marijuana will eventually 
become légal. | think it’s more benign than 
liquor. There has been enough done on it to 
show that it’s not physically ‘addictive, and 
I'm for it. LSD and some of the other drugs, 
you have to check yourself qut pretty good. | 
know | would certainly want controlled use of it 
if | ever tried LSD, which | haven't, because you 
never know what psychological streak it might 
tap or something. But as far as the grass, | 
think that’s going to be with us someday on a 
regular basis. 

Penthouse: Have you tried it yourself ? 
McCormick: Yes. | found it tough to make it 
work. I’ve always smoked cigars and | never 
inhaled, but | finally got it to work. 
Penthouse: There should be a pot-smoking 
school ? 

McCormick: Right. We come down off the 
ceiling at the end of the class. 

Penthouse: We're hitting on another thing 
now—militancy, black and otherwise. Students 
and blacks and Spanish and Mexicans, etc, are 
rising up. What pattern do you see there? Is 
TV responsible for telling people about what 
they are entitled to or what other people have ? 
McCormick: Unfortunately | think that the 
black man’s revolt is a necessary thing. You 
know, the non-violent types made a lot of 
progress. But, after all, years and years went 
by and not much happened, so it’s one of those 
things. The same thing is going to have to 
happen with the poor—on a non-racial or 
ethnic basis. In the U.S. there’s no excuse for 
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the kind of poverty that exists. Here we are, 
some people are starving and others have a 
billion dollars. 

Penthouse: The Irish, a supposedly revolu- 
tionary group, come here and the first thing 
they do is join the police, marines, sanitation 
department, fire department, civil service. The 
spirit of revolution goes and all of a sudden they 
begin looking down on other minority groups. 
Is that a natural transition ? 

McCormick: | guess the middle of the last 
century Irish were fighting their way up, and 
now they have become the bankers and the 
establishment. | think it is natural, but | do 
think that the young generation today in their 
attempts to avoid the establishment treadmill 
will affect everything. People are going to stop 
and think: ‘‘Wait a minute, why do | want 
to be born, get in a rat race, grow old and have 
done nothing but go after a buck all my life?” 
We wind up trying to meet a nut or pay a 
mortgage or pay the bills on a bunch of things 
we don’t care that much about and yet our 
life is devoted to it. | think people will think 
more before joining the establishment now. 
Normally, we've drifted into it. 

Penthouse: Having originated the ‘’Polish 
Jokes”, do you get any death threats from the 
Poles, Pat ? 

McCormick: No, but! do have to keep moving. 
I'm trying to think of some new ones. Why does 
a Pole carry a turd in his wallet ? 

Penthouse: Why does a Pole carry a turd in 
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his wallet ? 

McCormick: For identification. You know how 
to sink a Polish submarine, don’t you ? 
Penthouse: No. 

McCormick: Put it in the water. Do you know 
what's on the bottom of a Polish coke bottle ? 
Penthouse: No. 

McCormick: “Open other end.” 

Penthouse: What else would you have to say 
about our poor Poles ? 

McCormick: There are Polish astronauts now. 
A Polish space flight is going to take place. | 
talked to those people. | said: “When do you 
plan to land on the moon?” They said: “No, 
we're going to the sun.” | said: “Well, you 
can’t land on the sun or you'll be burnt up.” 
And they said: "Aha. We’re landing at night.” 
I've always loved those Polish jokes. 
Penthouse: Do you feel the Poles are particu- 
larly incompetent people, or do you feel that 
you're safe from them ? 

McCormick: No, | think that it doesn't matter. 
It happens to be Polish because it's just filling 
in the blanks, but it could be—it used to be, as 
a matter of fact—italian. The Irish used to get 
razzed. But the Poles are just the people | 
struck on in the last couple of years. 
Penthouse: That's because everybody can 
spell ‘’Pole.” 

McCormick: Except the Poles themselves. 
Penthouse: Do you believe,in God ? 
McCormick: | am kind of agnostic. | think 
it's very possible there is one, and yet can't 
actually bring myself to have enough faith to 
think there definitely is one. So, | guess 
agnosticism is where | lie. 

Penthouse: Would this hypothetical man, 
God, whatever He is, would He laugh ? 
McCormick: He'd better. 

Penthouse: Somebody said the human race 
was one of the greatest practical jokes ever 
perpetrated. 

McCormick: Yes, He’s got to have a sense of 
humor. 

Penthouse: | think He appreciated your 
mother’s funeral. It was a rollicking good bash. 
She was a terrific woman... 

McCormick: She said you were very good 
yourself. It turned out we got an old-fashioned 
wake going and then we carried it even a step 
further, knowing that my mother loved com- 
pany and loved to laugh, it became the stamp 
of the funeral and the watchword. Naturally, a 
lot of my friends are comedians and comedy 
writers and humorous people like yourself, so 
the thing rolled into a fantastic happening. 


People were coming up and saying: ‘Do you 
have any other parents that will die? | don't 
want to miss the next one.” They were sorry 
to hear my dad was already dead. | told them 
when their parents died we'd get it going again. 
One of the fellows, Chuck McCann, who came 
in late didn’t know that we had been having all 
those laughs, and he had a sad look on his 
face. So, as he came up to the coffin and shook 
my hand, | remember | dropped my pants to 
put him at ease. 

Penthouse: Do you recall the incident of the 
flowers after the funeral ? 

McCormick: | had forgotten to say no flowers, 
just give the money to increase cancer...” 
Penthouse: Did you say increase cancer ? 
McCormick: Yes. It's a fund | have. Everyone 
else is against it. At the time | was doing a 
Dick Van Dyke special and the Danny Kaye 
and the Jonathan Winters Show and a whole 
bunch of such shows, and they all sent these 
huge flowers and we had to take two more 
rooms because they filled the first room up. 
Tom O'Malley, who was on Candid Camera, 
got madder as more arrived. He kept saying 
what a waste of money it was, $30,000 on 
flowers. All day long he kept bitching about the 
flowers. So, we arranged to have trucks come 
by to pick up the flowers and we sent them to 
his apartment. Now, what we didn’t know was 
that he was splitsville with his wife. She 
thought he sent the flowers to bug her. She 
couldn't move. The whole house was filled 
with flowers. 

Penthouse: That's the first time sending 
flowers finished a marriage. Did you try to 
hire Count Basie ? 

McCormick: Yes, right, Count Basie to play 
at the funeral. 

Penthouse: What are your last words going 
to be when you kick off? 

McCormick: “Any messages for Hitler ?” 
Penthouse: Have you been drinking ? 
McCormick: | have been drinking rectally, 
which is a very fine thing. | have my little 
enema hose and fill my bag with vodka. 
Penthouse: Does it affect your sex life in any 
way ? 

McCormick: Yes, | find it harder to hit the 
target, because my genitals are stoned. 
Penthouse: Do you have a lot of friends ? 
McCormick: Maybe there's something wrong, 
but I’ve been best man 11 times—but | do have 
a lot of friends and | am grateful. 

Penthouse: How many times have you been 
a godfather ? 

McCormick: Three times. | was in charge of 
Sonny Liston’s moral upbringing, and Bobby 
Baker’s—I was his guide in religious matters. 
Penthouse: Do you prefer the company of 
men? 

McCormick: I'm not prejudiced. | think that 
many times it turns out that men have the 
friendship characteristics that give me pleasure, 
the humor thing, to be able to sit and have an 
unfettered conversation. 

Penthouse: Dc women destroy male friend- 
ships ? 

McCormick: | think a common womanly 
trait is to be possessive of a man because a man 
is more their whole life while the man himself 
has his business and career. So, in their 


possessiveness they can become jealous of 
other male relationships and destroy them. 
Penthouse: You're totally unpredictable, and 
perhaps that makes women uneasy. 
McCormick: That's why I’m not getting laid ? 
Penthouse: How do you feel about the 
practical joke ? 

McCormick: It can be a great art, given the 
inventive person. However you find a lot of 
Lions Club guys with buzzers in their hands 
who try to be practical jokers and who are 
fatheads. The back-slapping blowhard can 
abuse the idea. 

Penthouse: What's your favorite practical 
joke ? 

McCormick: Alan King has a funny one. 
An agent who was crippled had two canes, 
and they took an eighth of an inch off the canes 
every day. Eventually he was practically down 
on the floor when he walked. Another one— 
—| forget just how it went—they kept putting 
gas in this guy’s car. He couldn't believe it, he 
was getting 180 miles to the gallon. I’ve done 
that with hats too, replacing the same style of 
hat but a size smaller every day. 

Penthouse: What's the best one you've 
pulled ? 

McCormick: Jack Byrnes, Frank Peppiat and 
John Ailsworth talked me into going from 
Los Angeles to Chicago in the Superchief 
dressed as a priest. | pinched girls and said 
rotten things when we were playing poker and 
everything, just to see what would shock them. 
During the game, the porter asked me if | 
wanted a drink and | said: “| have no time for 
that. I'm already $10,000 into the church 
funds.’ But the whole thing was, when the 
joke was over, | took off the collar and came 
back in and they thought | was a priest relaxing. 
| couldn't shake it. They'd wink at me knowingly 
and say: “It's OK Father.” I'd say, ‘Father, my 
ass. Let me alone.” Later | was in my compart- 
ment hearing Jack Burns's confession. He was 
talking about buggering zebras and playing 
with himself. | hollered through the door: 
“Son, you must keep playing with yourself, 
and for your penance, go round the world in a 
gunny sack. That reminds me, | myself plan to 
go to a prison dance with a zebra this after- 
noon.” 

Penthouse: What practical joke would you 
like to play ? 

McCormick: I'd like to go to General Electric 
—they made that realistic mechanical Abe 
Lincoln at the World’s Fair—and get them to 
create a person, get it elected to a high public 
office, hopefully President of the US, and then 
on inauguration day take it apart, right after 
it's sworn in. 

Penthouse: And then have the Vice President 


take aver ? 
McCormick: Yes. 
Penthouse: But shouldn't he also be a 


mechanical man? 

McCormick: No, he should be some total ass. 
Like a shaved gorilla. 

Penthouse: Do you have any idea why you 
were born ? 

McCormick: Yes, I'm one of the few babies 
that ever struck the doctor back after being 
slapped. And when he hit breath into me, | 
started right off with bad breath—the first 
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time a doctor ever flinched from a baby’s first 
breath. I'm so tall today because the day | was 
born two doctors were fighting over me and 
were pulling in opposite directions. None of 
them pulled the right thing. 

Penthouse: Have you ever been to a nudist 
camp ? 

McCormick: Yes. | found it difficult to get 
laid. But | got a great kick out of sitting in the 
wicker chairs. And then seeing the patterns 
in the mirror. 

Penthouse: What sort of athletics take place 
in nudist camps ? 

McCormick: The usual, volleyball, ice-cream 
sucking. We had a man there who was 
arrested for mopery. 

Penthouse: Mopery ? 

McCormick: Taking off your clothes in front 
of a blind girl. He was arrested for armed 
mopery. 

Penthouse: Tell us about your midgets. 
Being a large man, you are known to be 
terribly fond of those little people. 
McCormick: | founded an amusement park 
for them behind my house. When it gets 
crowded we have to hold the little folk back 
with rosary beads. There is a little bowling 
alley for them and they bowl with bee bees, 
but the favorite ride is the electric toothbrush. 
| held a contest a little while ago which was a 
great success and the first prize was two weeks 
on John Wayne. 

Penthouse: What about your Low IO Club? 
Are the numbers increasing since the Nixon 
Administration ? 

McCormick: They're coming along fine. Your 
10 has to be 15 or under, but these people are 
usually too dumb to know to come and join, 
so | have to keep an eye out for them. We had 
one member who ran through his entire family 
fortune in three weeks. Every time a bill came 
in he paid the zip code. We've got a new member 
of the Low IQ Club. He’s the guy that thought of 
sending Agnew on a goodwill tour. Another 
one is a tuxedo salesman in Tijuana who opened 
a big-man shop in Tokyo. And then there’s the 
guy who thought the movie Sterile Cuckoo was 
about an insane man who couldn't have babies ; 
that The Arrangement was the life of Stan 
Kenton. And a guy who made his living diving 
for coins in the unemployment office wishing 
well. Another member made his living from 


the revenue in the cigarette machine in the 
Surgeon-General’s office. Wrinkle City is 
another of my enterprises. It's a retirement 
center. It's a place I'd like you to come out and 
see some time again. The last time you came 
out was on a Thursday, which is the day they 
spend getting out of bed. At Wrinkle City it’s 
a good deed for Boy Scouts to help an old 
lady cross her legs. 

Penthouse: When do you like to be taken 
seriously ? 

McCormick: Sometimes straight-laced 
businessmen are wary of giving me the responsi- 
bility of producing a TV show or writing a 
large-budget movie because | might do a 
cartwheel during the conference. There is a 
whole business side of my life when I like to 
be taken seriously. You can have this free- 
wheeling style and still come through with 
performance, and you don’t necessarily have 
to fit people’s image of the businessman's 
mold. Maybe | can't get away with it, | don’t 
know. | hate to change my style just to land 
certain jobs. 

Penthouse: Show business is pretty straight- 
laced isn’t it? Behind the scenes, there’s a lot 
of pressure and harassment. 

McCormick: It's a lot tougher than being 
vice-president of General Motors or Alcoa, 
where you might be doing a lousy job and it 
isn't noticed. 

Penthouse: Are you ever depressed ? 
McCormick: When | look at my gross income 
and my net income | get depressed. 
Penthouse: When you are depressed, are 
you capable of making yourself laugh ? 
McCormick: Yes, | don’t sit alone in front of 
a mirror or anything, but | can usually inter- 
sect with some of my friends when | want to 
jazz myself up. 

Penthouse: You like an audience ? 
McCormick: Yes, at least one anyway. | 
talked to myself once and started answering. 
That’s when | quit. 

Penthouse: You seem to have dropped your 
trousers in the most auspicious places. Is 
there any one place that you haven't covered 
yet. 

McCormick: | think a command performance 
or an audience with the Pope. Those I'd be 
looking forward to. There was a roasting party 
at the Friars Club, a true story, for Phil Silvers. 
When | realized my turn was coming up, | 
stood up without my pants or underwear with 
genitalia flashing. When | was getting ready, 
| was sitting between Freddy Fields and Buddy 
Ebson and | was slipping my pants down 
unnoticed and then my undershorts, and | 
looked down and | thought | had better fluff 
this around a little as the business looked too 
small. And | thought: “What if Freddy Fields 
or Buddy Ebson looked down and they don't 
know what I’m planning they'll think I’ve been 
turned on by the dirty talk.” 

Penthouse: But everything came off all right ? 
McCormick: Oh, yes. Yes, | was proud as a 
peacock. 

Penthouse: Would you like to write your 
epitaph ? 

McCormick: Yes. You should never drop your 
pants gratuitously. That should be my epitaph. 
Penthouse: Pat McCormick, thank you. 
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ver since Greta Garbo uttered her famous plea for solitude the silver screen 
has shimmered with a succession of Swedish actresses. A new contender, 
fresh from her debut in Swedish movies, is blossoming Britt Lindberg, a 
17-year-old whose evident attributes suggest that she is as unlikely to be 
left alone as ever Garbo was. 

Fresh out of school, where her passion—believe it or not—was Latin, Britt is single- 
minded about a career in films, and regards Hollywood, current cinematic trends not- 
withstanding, as the Mecca of the business. ‘It’s such a magic word, Hollywood”, she 
explained (in excellent English), “and it will always make me think of Bogart, Gary 
Cooper, Gable, Monroe and others. Now people are telling me that Hollywood is 
finished, but | can't believe that. It must be one of those bad times that all businesses 
have. I'm sure Hollywood will be prosperous again, and I'd jump at the chance to go 
there for a movie part.” 

Already the beauteous Britt, who comes from Gothenburg, has appreciated that the 
natural comeliness of her Nordic looks and her visible vital statistics (38-21-36) are not 
enough on their own for an impact on the camera. “Somehow you have to learn to 
project a personality, which is difficult when there are so many people watching every- 
thing you do. | hadn't realized how many technicians and so on are needed in a studio. 
There are grips, electricians, carpenters, lighting and camera men—and they all seem to 
be looking at you: At first | was petrified with nervousness, but gradually | learnt to 
relax. Now | feel more confident, | think.’ And, displaying true grit, she adds: ‘But | 
shall have to work at it.”’ 

Perhaps it’s a case of the advantages of a classical education—if you can master 
Latin you can master anything. ‘You mustn't joke about Latin—I really loved it. It’s a 
fascinating language and it was easily my favourite subject. Also | found it did help in 
learning other languages.” As Britt also speaks creditable French and German, the 
point can perhaps be conceded. But it would seem that the lady tends to be hooked on 
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antiquity in general, for she also admits to a passion for ancient Egypt. 
Indeed, next to her dreamed-of odyssey to Hollywood, the one place she 
aspires to visit is the land of the pharaohs. 

“I've read so much about the tombs and the excavations, and | love looking 
at the pictures of the beautiful gold robes and ornaments and things they've 
found. When they discovered Tutankhamen’s tomb, that must have been the 
most exciting thing that could happen to anybody. | read a novel once called 
The Egyptian and it made ancient Egypt seem alive and vivid. | just must see 
the pyramids and find out more about what that civilization was like.”’ 

Finding out more about life in general forms an important part of Britt's 
immediate plans. ‘| feel that the more experience | have of life,’’ she says, 
“the more reality | will be able to bring to my acting. Can you portray an 
emotion truthfully unless you've really felt it? | don’t think so. For example, 
I've never been deeply in love, so playing an in-love woman would be 
difficult for me.” 

Professional requirements apart, Miss Lindberg is not in any hurry to fall 
deeply in love, which she thinks might be a complication to her desired 
career. ‘Men want to marry you when that happens, or at least to keep you 
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Chatting with celebrities was one of the 
excitements of Britt's evenings at the Penthouse 
Club during her London visit. Here, over a drink, 
and under a Tiffanylampin the club's Speakeasy 
Room, she carries on a lighthearted dialogue 
with film star Michael Caine. 
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there. And then | might have to choose between turning 
down a film opportunity and breaking my heart.” Which 
would she choose? “It would be very difficult, | think.” 
Besides, she confides realistically that before getting her 
emotions into any permanent involvement she would 
rather like to study the form outside Sweden, and so far 
her only venture outside the native habitat has been a 
short expedition to London for the photography of these 
pages. Her feeling is that the sooner she can get to the 
United States, the more likely she is to meet the sort of hero 
she has admired on the movies. Which might, we gather, 
Cause a reappraisal of her intentions. 

Such refreshing and unabashed ambitions surely merit 
the hope that if even Hollywood, in fulfilment of her faith, 
makes a comeback to ascendancy an integral part of the new 
scene will be our engaging Pet of the Month, the too- 


good-to-be-true Britt. Ot-g 


Sieber 


OE. 


een 


MISS BRITT LINDBERG/PENTHOUSE PET OF THE MONTH | 


. 
HT ee PREC 


GUCCIONE 
BIRD BRAIN 

NORMALLY { WOULD 
REGARD THAT 
QUESTION AS 
REDUNDANT 


LET US. THEREFORE, EXAMINE ‘ke 


He PRACTICE OF GATING 
WORMS 1S MORE A QUESTION PHILOSPHICALLY, T..E. 
MATTER OF AESTHETICS > WOULD t EAT worms 
THAN ORDINARY AS OPPISED 710 BO 
1 CAT WORMS... 


GQUSTATORY OR 
BEHAVIORAL 
PRITERNS 


THE WORM PER SE, 
IS A NATURAL L 
ENVIROMENTAL FACTOR THINK 
OF INTEREST it 
4) THE BIRD, 
BUT SEMANTICALLY, 


52 PENTHOUSE 


1 oe ee 


t was night-time in the Piney Woods. A full 

moon silvered up the leaves and spilled along 
the ground. Tree trunks glowed eerily like pale 
ghosts, and the air was as still as stardust. The 
fox, the toad, the badger and the rat were 
sitting around a crackling logfire in a little 
clearing, smoking and drinking, and feeling that 
special satisfaction with life that comes 
toward the end of a pleasant evening when you 
know a soft hot-waterbottled bed awaits. 

Everybody was feeling satisfied, that is, 
except the toad. For some days he had been 
filled with a sense that life was passing him by. 

“Do you realize,’ he said, to no one in 
particular, ‘that | have never been out of the 
Piney Woods in my whole life ?” 

“So what?” said the fox, ‘‘none of us has. 
Hand me over that brandy, Badger, before you 
drink yourself into a stupor.” 

“The nerve of some animals!’’ said the 
badger, passing the bottle. 

“But just think,”’ persisted the toad, “’there’s a 
great big world out there, bristling with 
challenge, excitement and adventure! Mount- 
ains to be climbed, seas to be crossed, all 
manner of adversities to be overcome and 
flags to be hoisted in foreign lands !’’ 

“Pots illegal—you know that, don’t you ?” 
said the fox. 

“He must have been reading Kipling," said 
the rat. ‘’’Take up the white toad’s burden’. 
Haw, haw, haw.” 

This ribbing of the poor toad might have gone 
on indefinitely, but the appearance of a large 
water rat from the surrounding darkness dis- 
tracted the animals. The rat approached the fire, 
hopping and hobbling, because he had a 
wooden leg. He also had a black patch over one 
eye and a large red bandanna tied around his 
neck. 

“Avast, me hearties!’" exclaimed the fear- 
some-looking stranger. “| trust you'll not 
begrudge a poor seafaring rat some little 
warmth and company fora spell ?”” 

For a moment, all the animals were tongue- 
tied. Finally the badger, never one to forget his 
manners for long, spoke up: “You're more than 
welcome, friend. Do by all means come and sit 
—and have a glass of brandy.” 

“Arrr, aye, that | will, friend, and gladly too,” 
said the stranger. And manoeuvring his 
wooden leg with alacrity, he settled himself 
beside the fire and drank at one go the brandy 
the badger gave him. 

“Arrr, tis good for what ails a man,” said the 
water rat, ‘tho’ rum be more the usual drink in 
my trade.” 

‘And what trade’s that, sir ?’’ inquired the fox, 
who was a very respectful animal, especially if 
he was afraid of somebody. 

“Why, to ply the seven seas, brimmed to the 
waterline with all manner of cargoes, me 
bucko!" said the stranger. “Spices from the 
Orient, pearls from the South Pacific, gold from 
the mountains of the Andes. To -hear the 
snapping of sails, the whacking of waves, and 
the buffets of briny breezes from Vancouver to 
Valparaiso, from Cape Wrath to Cape Town to 
the Cape of Good Hope! To feel a slanting, 
spume-swept deck beneath my feet and see 
the stars in their eternal permanence above my 
head |" 
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All this while, the toad’s eyes had been 
getting bigger and bigger with awe and 
excitement. ‘Gee whillikers!’’ he managed to 
gasp. ’Gosh-a-mighty !” 

“May | inquire, sir," said the landlubber rat, 
‘what brings you to the Piney Woods ?”’ 

“Arrr, it's only passing through | am, cousin,” 
said the seafaring rat. He stood up: ‘And | must 
be on my way, off to catch my ship on the 
channel side.” 

“Oh, oh, must you go?” said the toad, who 
was bursting to hear some tales of nautical 
adventure and derring-do. 

“Unfortunately, yes,’ said the stranger, But 
he had not failed to notice the toad’s excite- 
ment. “If there be any among you,” he added, 
with a sideways glance at the toad, as wouldn't 
mind a bit of high-spirited adventure on the 


bounding main, where a man can call his soul 
his own—I wouldn't mind such a_ plucky 
fellow as that coming with me now, at this very 
moment, and I'll guarantee him a berth aboard 
my ship!” 

“I’m your man, sir!’’ cried the toad, leaping 
up. ‘Take me along, oh, please please take me 
and you'll not be sorry!" 

“Toady!’’ exclaimed the badger, “control 
yourself!” 

“I'm sick of controlling myself!’’ craaked the 
toad defiantly. ‘If this gentleman will have me, 
I'Ilgo!” 

“I'll have ye, right enough, lad,” said the 
seafaring rat. ‘Go get as many of your posses- 
sions as you can conveniently carry and money 
for the trip, and we'll be off.” 

“Yessir!'’ exclaimed the toad. ‘Yippee!"’ He 
hopped away energetically, and very soon he 
returned carrying a full red bandanna tied at the 
end of astick. 

“I'm ready, sir,” he said in a breathless voice. 

“Right then, lad!’’ exclaimed the seafaring 
rat. ‘We're off!" 

“Just a moment, sir,” said the badger, who 
was dubious about the whole arrangement. 
“What on earth could a toad possibly do at sea ?”’ 

For a moment, the seafaring rat appeared 
nonplussed. Then he gave a quick smile and 
said: '’Arrr, in truth that be a sensible question, 
friend. And I'll be glad to answer. There be lots 
of writing done at sea. Logs to be kept, 
inventories to be made out and the like. All 
these various things are kept on the captain‘s 
desk. Now you can't prevent them from blowing 
all over the place by putting a stone or some 
such on them, as the roll of the ship might roll 
away the stone.” Here the seafaring rat 
pointed to the toad: ‘‘And that's where my 
hearty little mate comes in!" 

“You mean— ?” began the toad. 

“Right, lad!" said the seafaring rat, ‘‘you'll be 
the ship’s paperweight. And if you don't mind 
me saying so, you've got as fine a physique for 
the job as any I've seen!” 

“It doesn't sound a very... responsible job,” 
said the toad uncertainly. 

“Nonsense, lad!"’ boomed the seafaring rat, 
“you'll be holding down a lot of important 
matters, haw, haw! Now let’s be on our way.” 

The seafaring rat put his paw around the toad 
and the two of them were off. 

They had not gone far when the toad said to 
his companion: “Sir, well, | won't a/ways be a 
paperweight, will |? | W/// get promoted, won't 
lie” 

“Aye, that ye will, lad,” said the seafaring rat. 
“As a matter of fact, I'm giving you your first 
promotion right here and now—straight into 
unconsciousness.’ And, producing a small 
cosh from his pocket, the seafaring rat fetched 
the toad a sharp blow on the back of the head. 
Then, satisfied that his victim was out, he 
snatched the toad’s money and his bandanna 
full of possessions and scampered away 
forever. 

The toad came round shortly thereafter and 
returned to the Piney Woods. He was never 
heard to talk about adventure again. 


MORAL: This teaches us that when life seems 
to be passing you by, at least it's not running 
right over you, 
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he said, “Yeah.” That wasn't the end of it, however. The 

pretty little girl slouched in her chair to make herself 
smaller, caved herself in to make herself caved-in, eked her 
voice Out the corner of her mouth to make it screechy. ‘Yeah, 
yeah, wait a sec,” she said to the man seeking an argument 
with her. 

“Wait a sex ?”” he asked. 

“Yow,” she said. She was pretty anyway. ‘If you want to 
talk like a rational person, take it from the previous line. I’m 
manning this table to talk with serious people, human 
beings.” 

His mouth mouthed the word manning, but he knew he'd 
better let it pass. Like the militant blacks, the militant girls 
didn't take joking from the outside world. They were 
anthropologists and women, perhaps, but mainly they were 
revolutionaries. No smart talk, please. What could he say to 
a pretty girl in the lobby of the San Francisco Hilton who 
denied she was a girl? In the plastic time-use-study 
engineered lobby of the Hilton ? 

What's a nice girl like you doing in the Women’s Liberation 
Front ? 

Come on out and weil attack masculinity together ? 

Let me prove /'m a little less than equal to you ? 

No, none of these. She was drawling and whispering a few 
mimeographed remarks. ‘Of course we live longer than men. 
Of course we develop intellectually earlier. Of course we 
resist cold and heat better. Of course society has conspired 
to deprive us of our natural advantages and give the advan- 
tages to men, but that doesn’t necessarily mean we're really 
better than men—" 

“You're just more equal than we are,” he said. 

“Orwell.” she snapped, “out of context. No, there are 
differences—ovulation, say—but the differences aren’t under- 
stood, that’s all. Indians, blacks, aborigines, and women— 
we're all studied as slightly inferior outsiders, that’s the 
trouble.” 

“| wouldn't say that,”” he began. 

“/ would,” she snapped. “We would. And do.” 


He looked at the girl behind her table piled with print, offset 
and xerography. As with the Mimeo Maoists, it was more 
complicated than their reproductive equipment implied. 
They were organized, no doubt about it—wives, spinsters, 
chicks, mothers, divorcees. It wasn’t a dyke or a kill-Andy- 
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Warhol scene. They were the exploited prisoners of a male 
world (such was their view) and they were about to take 
over the country, the world, and the moon (‘‘—one great 
step for womankind .. .”’), aS soon as they finished taking 
over the American Anthropological Society. 

Uh,"” he said, because what he wanted to say was: 
‘You want to get a cup of coffee ?’’—but somehow it didn't 
seem right to enter upon this ancient ritual with a girl who 
was turning against the whole man-woman or woman-man 
or girl-boy or boy-girl game. UA expressed his feelings: 
confusion, complexity, doubt, and dismay. 

“Uh what?” she inquired brightly. 

“Wanna do something clean,” he said. “That's what's on 
my mind.” And blushed fiercely. How else does a fellow 
propose sexy sex to a founding member of the West Coast 
Branch of the Women’s Liberation Front, Anthropology 
Division ? 

“Fuck ?’’ she asked. 

“Well, heck, | was only wondering.” 

“Meet me here at six. | have the table till six, then Sandy 
takes it over for the evening sessions. Now get out and let me 
do my job. But be back at six.” 

Dismissed. He retreated. He watched her from deep in the 
Hilton’s lobby, smiling, slouching, handing out invitations 
to film series and riots. Somehow he didn’t feel like a maso- 
chist to himself, but then what else could he be ? He went to 
a meeting, but thought about the girl. 

She was a small, neat, agile, shapely, miniature revolu- 
tionary. Maybe a really big revolutionary had been washed 


you: | haven't yet decided whether or not, and when, and if 
I'll go to bed with you.” 

“Thank god for that. It puts the romance back in our little 
relationship.” 

“Smartass,” she said happily, taking his arm. ‘‘Man, I'm 
thirsty, dried-out, and depressed. The Hilton is one stone 
drag—worse than Ankara. It’s so hard to be a woman in this 
modern world of today.” 

“Are you a Turkish lady,’ he asked, ‘perchance ?” 

“Naw, but | did my work in Anatolia. And Circassians. But 
shit, you wouldn't know about that, nor care. |’d hate to have 
you pretending you love my research when you really just 
want to get into my pants.” 

“That would be dishonest,’ Ron said. 

“A thing your mother asked you never to be, yeah, yeah. 
Anyway, my book will be published one of these years, soon 
as Case Western Reserve University Press gets its really 
important titles out of the way. And then you can read all 
about it.” 

“I'll try to postpone my curiosity,” he said, “I'll use the 
time to good advantage by reading all about, um, Armenia ?’ 

He led her toward the elegant Superplastic Expense 
Account Room of the San Francisco Hilton.White-on-whites 
tried to sell electronic components to supermod drop-out 
mustaches. It was first-generation Univac against third- 
generation Free Speech Movement, and FSM was ahead all 
the way. Mini-minis poked little tonguelets between their 
teeth to dramatize distress about the sorrows of the world 
and of the boss, who was drinking them up a lot before 
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cologne—so she still 

thought about herself @ 


in hot water and shrunk down to this tight little size in an 
Alvin Duskin knit dress. She had shiny dark hair and one of 
those Jewish noses that doesn’t look Jewish. She had 
given up being a princess to join the march. When she lifted 
her arm to wave him away, he smelled something sweet— 
a light cologne. She still thought about herself. She wanted 
others to like her. She wanted to like herself. She no doubt 
received great grades all through school. National Merit 
Scholar, no doubt about it. But her parents had too much 
money, so she didn’t get the cash, only the credit. Good 
school. Radcliffe ? Barnard ? Worked with a famous anthro- 
pologist. Did digs or scrapings or interviews in Guatemala or 
Micronesia. Maybe the Peace Corps. Disillusioned with the 
young Peruvian lawyer who kept her on a whirl and then 
married his second cousin. Wrote her dissertation ; accepted, 
but not yet published. Bright. Terrifically bright. But a job 
at Michigan instead of Harvard, which was what she 
deserved (she thought). Going on 28, but still had trouble 
getting served in California. 

How did he know all this ? 

He didn't. 

But he was a masochist okay and he figured it out to his 
own dissatisfaction. 


She was rubbing her hands briskly when he came to collect 
her at six. “Okay, now what ?” she asked. Ooh, that hurts, he 
thought, watching her roll his soul between her brisk hands. 
“Should we start over?” he said. ‘’A little courtship, my 
dear?” 
“Don’t get sarcastic,’” she said. ‘‘But | may as well warn 
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making his move. A divorcing couple was charting the 
intersecting orbits of children and money on little pads taken 
from their upstairs room where the reconciliation had just 
failed, but they were striving to be mature about it now and 
cut down on the lawyer's fees. (This economy wouldn't 
work out, either.) Two lesbian sorts were gazing deep into 
each other's eyes behind the amplified xylophone-bar. 
“Yecch,” said the girl with Ron. He noted this yecch with a 
satisfaction akin to pleasure. So that wasn't her scene. 

Someplace along their trajectory together he had also 
learned her name—Susan. Not Susie, Sue, Suzanne, but call 
me just plain Dr. Susan Gerson, the down-homey anthro- 
pologist. 

“You understand what this is all about.’ She was explaining 
the tribal ritual in the bar. “It’s a potlatch situation. Primitive 
peoples do it all the time, and so does the socalled advanced 
military-industrial complex. A man throws away 30 dollars 
on liquor, he consumes it like an Indian burning a blanket, 
just to show he can; and then the girl says ‘Okay, I'll meet you 
in Room 1007’. She's impressed.” 

‘He must be impressed with her, too.” 

“Naw,'’ she said, “he’s drunk is all. What good is he? 
Fumble and miss is all he’s good for, and she’s got to guide 
him home and practically do it for him. Better he should burn 
blankets. Or better, like | worked it out: Look, you sign here, 
give me a check for Biafran relief—last year it was SNCC, the 
year before Cancer—and before that | was too young and 
dumb.” 

“You mean you sold yourself for charity ?”’ 

‘Hell no, fof good causes. | auctioned myself off, just like 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 59 
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A guide to her signs. 
For the male with designs. 


A monthly series 
of Penthouse primers 
by P. G. Pomeroy Jr. 


Gemini, The Twins (May 22nd through 
June 21st) 

Meet Miss Mitty, the impossible dream. When 
you see her across that crowded room, expect 
her to be knocked out by your whole thing. 
She'll dig your hair, be mad about that lace 
shirt. The checked pants. Your smile. Her front- 
seat performance on the way home is Academy 
Award material. That first lingering kiss outs/de 
her front door is every cosmetic commercial 
heaped into one. Noting her telephone number 
is like writing in blood. 

(We dissolve and call her as soon as it is 
decent.) 

Suddenly, it’s Iceland. “Bill who?” “Is that 
your hair?” “Did you buy that shirt on the 
Lower East Side ?”’ ‘Those pants are strictly for 
chess-players.”” “‘Is there any danger of you 
seeing your dentist?” “Il said clutch, baby!” 
“Do you mind? My lips are chapped.” “And 
who gave you my telephone number, anyway 2” 
Have you got her picture? This Gemini lady is 
a delicious nightmare. A bargain at the price— 
if you can afford it. Be prepared to be on a 
“‘team'’—her team. Roger for laughs, Peter for 
tears, Art for art, Jim for intelligent conversa- 
tion. And you for . . . whatever. 

She's never a bore. She's always a woman of 
some sort or other. She can arrive with all her 
hair cut off and not even mention the look on 
your face. She will declare her undying love 
and wink at a guy across the room all in the 
same movement. You can be a beautiful memory 
within a week if you don’t give her the full 
telephone, flowers, chocolates, movies, disco- 
théque and instant-love routine. 

lf you finally do a “‘deal’’ and marry a 
Gemini—then you've joined a library. The first 
edition is all loyalty and longing. The second 
moody and malevolent. The third, out with the 
suitcase and heading for the beach (we'll do 
the washing up in three weeks.) The fourth, on 
the kids’ side—against you, the wicked Daddy. 
The fifth, Elsa Maxwell with a dash of Jackie 
Onassis. The sixth, pure Penthouse. 

Never let go. Never look back. Never take her 
for granted. ... and she’s yours forever. 

Best men: Libra (September 24th through 
October 23rd). 

Worst men: Cancer (June 22nd through 
July 23rd). 

Best feature: Legs. Best gem: Emerald. 

Last word: This lady is not what she seems. 

For those with sun-signs not charted here, 
keep this digest in an inside pocket. Aries, dis- 
armingly naive; Taurus, do not disturb; 
Gemini, here today, gone tomorrow: Cancer, 
moody, man, moody; Leo, blush and flush; 
Virgo, don't take literally; Libra, half-and-half ; 
Scorpio, a stinger; Sagittarius, hope no bones 
get broken; Capricorn, just a breeze; Aquarius, 
hair; Pisces, ghost with a hammer. 
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\llustrated by Simon 


other ladies do. That's the boy-girl scam. They've got to buy. 
You wanna impress me? Okay, don’t give it to the Mafia 
bar-owner, give it to some worthy effort. Sign here, and then 
I'll meet youin Room...” 

But she had forgotten the number. 

“| didn't tell you my room number,’ he said. 

“| didn’t ask you,” she said. “It was just a for-instance. The 
fact is, | worked a good deal. They were buying something 
| wanted to give away, and if | didn't, | didn’t sell it, either.” 

“Tell me more about Biafra.” 

“Wouldn't you rather hear about the Women’s Liberation 
Front 2” 

“Not so sure about that,” he said. 

“Well, it's not to be confused with the transcultural nihilism 
of SCUM—the Society for Cutting Up Men—which bears 
the same relation to the WLF as Ron Karenga’s US does to 
the Black Panther Party. Chairman Solanas is an egotist, in 
my book, but at a certain stage of mobilizing an elite guard 
of thrill-seeking females, she was useful—” 

Ron, who was not Ron Karenga, wasn’t sure he'd asked 
for the History of the Women’s Liberation Front, but he was 
getting it anyway. He wasn’t sure if she was half-witted or 
two-witted or (sudden jolt) if she was just altogether right 
about things, as she seemed so firmly to believe. This girl Sue, 
Dr. Susan? This funny pretty little mean creature with her 
charming put-down of a whole sex ? Could be right ? “If I’m 
mugged, will you protect me?” he asked. 

“I’m a_ black-belt judoka,”” she said with 
simplicity. 

“Me, | carry a tube of Mace | get from my corner grocery,” 
Ron said. ‘The replenishing capsule only costs a dollar 
ninety-eight, special on Saturdays.” 

“You're putting me on, Mister,”” she said. 

“You're turning me off, Miss,”’ he replied. 

“Fine. Then you won't bother me? | can go about my 
business ? That's it ?” 

And she made a gesture of dusting off her hands. 

“Aw,” he said, “somehow | kind of like you, Sue, Susan. 
If | had money, I'd build you a kidney-shaped tennis court. 
Do you play ?”’ 

“No,” she said. ‘‘My—" And she indicated her small full 
heavy Women’s Liberation breasts. “They get in the way.” 

“You can wear something. A bra.” 

“Yukkh,” she said. 

It wasn't a disgusting thought to Ron. He didn't understand 
her kind of purity. But he could have imagined binding and 
minimizing instead of this heavy, lifting, and bountiful use 
of organs which got in her way, he guessed, when she tried 
to serve. In a rush (squinting Ron, fantastic Ron) he saw 
himself powerful, wealthy, Greek, a ship-owner, building 
kidney-shaped tennis courts for his liberated darling. In 
return, she would judo-chop his enemies and love him 
tender, love him true. 

“Come on out ?” he asked. 

“A walk to Greektown ?” 

“Is that what it is ?’—and they were walking out past the 
former pizza waitresses married to San Francisco politicians, 
past the tourists from Salt Lake City, past the anthropologists 
at the convention, trying to study themselves and pick up 
girls and do justice to California wine and the structural 
anthropology of Claude Levi-Strauss. The San Francisco 
Hilton had been dropped out of its box by the helicopter 
which carried it from the construction site in Dallas, right 
straight onto the Tenderloin and Greektown, with the sad 
hookers carrying their hooks into lobbies marked ‘Three 
Dollars & Up, Monthly Rates”, and offtrail gourmet diners 
jogging with their guidebooks into the Minerva or the 
Spectra before the dial turned and it would be “—On Six 
Dollars a Day.” 

“Oh what a strange tall girl,’ she said innocently. 

“Hiya, cowboy,” said the strange tall girl, who was a boy. 

“Oh what a courageous transvestite,” she said, recouping. 


charming 


“But | don’t want you to think, Ron, | consider that a victory 
for our side.” 

He wanted to get off dangerous ground. He wanted to 
make it nice and easy—get attacked and she could defend 
him, get smart and she could admire him. Ron had spent all 
this time just thinking about Susan, Ph.D., and not about 
himself, Ron Fichter, B.A., M.A., Ph.D., with a monograph 
on the Sioux and a study of Navajo religion and a little 
pamphlet on classification of artifacts left by the Agua 
Caliente Indians. They still live in the desert around Palm 
Springs, and one of them founded the first laundromat owned 
by an American Indian. It also was one of the first laundromats 
with color teevee. They had not been a warlike tribe ; instead, 
passed a lot of their time dipping into the sulphur baths. 
When people asked Ron what he did, he liked to say, haha, 
“I'm in hot water these days.’’ Agua Caliente, haha. And so 
naturally, with only such jokes to amuse him. he was looking 
for serious trouble in love. Hi there, Sue Gerson. 

The weather—a raging, smog outside. Billowing and 
churning through sinus and lungs, just like coastal southern 
California. “Ah! Try that!” he said, exhaling. 

She threw him a look. 

| didn’t say breathe in,” he explained. “I just said try 
that.” 

“| thought San Francisco was supposed to be...” 

“But they're paving over the Bay. Since | got here ten 
years ago, the air has changed. The reject air from Seattle 
gets shipped down here. It’s still better‘n—"’ 

“Ellay.”” She had this habit of finishing his sentences for 
him. She was not only freeing woman; she was also freeing 
syntax from male domination. But it wasn't a tic. She was 
free to interrupt or not to interrupt. 

“This looks like a rough and dangerous neighborhood,” 
she remarked happily. ‘If someone pulls a gun on me, know 
what | always do ?” 

“What ?” 

“| take it away from him.” 

Done it lots of times? he thought, but said nothing. He 
brooded. She read his thoughts in Women’s Liberation 
Braille. She shot him her Love Zap Violence Kill & Liberate 
look. She was stranging at him, stranger and stranger, yet 
there was a little try-more, don't-give-up glitter in her dark 
left eye. Her other dark eye lay in shadow along with its 


“Now Alice—what did you really do in Wonderland ?” 
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@ She looked up at him 
and began to smile. She 
flushed. Amplified bazoukis 
filled the air, along with 
the nighttime street repair 
crews. ‘That's a funny damn 
thing to ask a girl you 

hardly know” ® 


mysteries. He knew very little about her. He didn’t even know 
if she'd let him, but he liked her. Well, the Agua Calientes 
were strange, too, but they owned the Palm Springs Spa 
and they let him use the baths. 

As an anthropologist, Ron had a motto: The latitudes are 
my library; and as a pursuer of women, he had another: 
Don't confuse a sigh with a sharing. Maybe he should put 
some latitudes between this bookish girl and himself. And 
get out of range of her ambiguous sighs and glances. 

Sparkly lady is unwinding to destroy him. 

“Are you talking to yourself or to me ?”’ he asked. 

“Are you listening ?”’ she said. It was neither a sigh nor a 
sharing—a lovely judo expert. 

“Wouldn't you like to have a baby ?”” he asked. And added 
hastily : “Someday ?” 

“Wouldn't you ?” she asked surlily. 

“When?” _ 

She looked up at him and began to smile. Her eyes clouded 
over. Peace and tranquillity, a feminine opera, began to play 
behind her delicate skin. She flushed. Amplified bazoukis 
thrilled the air, along with the nighttime street repair crews. 
His heart began to pound. Anticipation. Suspense. Hope. 
Greek music. 

“That's a funny damn thing to ask a girl you hardly know. 
Especially one like me.” 

“I'm known for being kind of gauche,” he said. 

“Most men would be ashamed.” 


Hans: Georg Rauch 
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| face facts. I'd be a loser if | didn’t. As it is, | only lose 
sometimes.” 

They walked past a late-night delicatessen, selling pickles 
and cheese and numbers, and they meditated. They were 
thinking things through. 

“You're tough,” she said at last. 

sObe 

| like grape leaves,” she said. 

“That's nice.” 

“Let me explain something,’ she said. ‘The effect of 
so-called fatherhood on the male sex, specifically ‘men’, is to 
complete their defense against passivity and desires to be 
female. It's an evasion. Disapproval of strong scenes and 
strong women, fear of one’s own anger and hatred, fear of 
reality, in fact, is designed to cause a specious self-respect, 
which, however...” 

Ron remembered who he was. He was the man who 
wanted to save the woebegone. He was the loser who wanted 
to lose—but only sometimes. Now he was the man who 
wanted to eat grape leaves with this lady. 

“Come on in,” he said, as they stopped in front of the 
Minerva Cafe. ‘| thought I’d have an early dinner. Got to get 
back early tonight—’’ He had a little brown book just filled 
with telephone numbers. ‘’—get back early to defend myself 
against passivity.” 

“Ron?” she asked. She looked stricken. “Don't like me, 


Ron? Don't like your friend, little Susie 2?” Ot— 


ww. 


Deluxe boxed edition with lock and key: 
VARIATIONS IN LOVEMAKING 

Dr. Frank S. Caprio 

This is a specific ‘how to’’ book of 
usable, practical information. It teaches 
you, in plain language, direct and to the 
point, precisely what to do and how and 
when to do it to increase not only your 
own pleasure and satisfaction, but the 
satisfaction of the women you love. You 
learn, for example, seven ways to pro- 
long the act of love. You learn how to 
help your wife achieve a fuller orgasm. 
You learn what to do and what not to do 
to be a smoother, more accomplished 
lover. 

Members’ price: $9.55 


A HAPPIER SEX LIFE 

Dr. Sha Kokken 

Over 200 illustrations of coital positions. 
More than 1,700,000 copies have been 
sold since this book’s first publication in 
1960. Thousands have written to the 
author telling how this book has helped 
in revitalizing countless marriages. 
Women have expressed gratitude for 
having discovered the secret joys of 
marriage through a complete and bal- 
anced sex life. Men have paid tribute to 
Dr. Sha’s graphic guide to marital sat- 
isfaction through sex. 

Members’ price: $6.80 


Deluxe boxed edition with lock and key: 
SEXUAL LOVEMAKING 

Dr. Frank S. Caprio 

In 256 plainspoken pages, SEXUAL 
LOVEMAKING defines, describes, and 
actually illustrates all the vital physical 
realities of sex and marriage, in demon- 
strating most vividly the attitudes, tech- 
niques and intercourse variations that 
most effectively meet the demands of a 
mate. It illustrates 307 sex-act positions 
in 64 pages with positional photographs 
of articulated anatomical models. All are 
clearly detailed, professionally super- 
vised. 

Members’ price: $8.75 


ORAGENITALISM — Oral techniques in 
genital excitation 

G. Legman 

The erotic use of the mouth in caressing 
and exciting the genitals of the sexual 
partner is, after the use of the hands 
and the sexual parts themselves, the 
most valuable erotic technique, and the 
most efficacious. It is also the most mis- 
understood and the most maligned. How 
it came to be maligned is less important 
than the fact that with today’s reborn 
sexual freedom, the art and pleasures 
of oral love are in the foreground of 
possible human experience. 


ORAGENITALISM, the most complete 
and detailed manual of the sexual tech- 
niques of genital excitation, covers both 
cunnilinctus, fellation proper and irru- 
mation. A final section is included on 
mutual, simultaneous oragenitalism. 


Special attention has been given to the 
use of mechanical and chemical adjuncts 
in oragenitalism, such as vibrators and 
narcotic drugs, both of which are first 
discussed here in a practical and tem- 
perate way, in their connection with 
sexual and oragenital techniques. ORA- 
GENITALISM is beyond a doubt the most 
comprehensive and explanatory manual 
ever written on this subject. 


Members’ price: $12.00 
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Deluxe two-volume boxed set: 


ORIENTAL LOVE and THE PHO- 
TOGRAPHIC GUIDE TO ORAL 
GENITAL INTERCOURSE 

These fully illustrated books 
teach and describe techniques 
of artful lovemaking that have 
been confined for centuries to 
the Orient. No detail is omitted 
in the more than 120 color and 
black-and-white photographs. 


Members’ price: $8.00 


THE PICTURE BOOK OF SEXUAL 
LOVE 


Robert L. Harkel. Seldom, if ever, 
has any book presented more 
beautifully and completely the 
variety of techniques available 
to men and women who wish to 
break down the barriers of sex- 
ual inhibition. In detailed infor- 
mative text and 197 dramatic 
photographs. 


Members’ price: $ 12.00 


THE PHOTOGRAPHIC MANUAL 
OF SEXUAL INTERCOURSE 


L. R. O’Conner; introduction by 
Albert Ellis Ph.D. ‘America’s 
first complete sex course in one 
volume!’’ Now, for the first time, 
the mystery of sex is unlocked 
with the aid of more than 150 
full-color and _ black-and-white 
photographs of a man and a 
woman, a married couple, to- 
gether engaged in sexual inter- 
course positions, in the most 


sophisticated, modern and up- 
to-date marriage manual ever 
written! Members’ price: $10.50 


TO: PENTHOUSE BOOK SOCIETY, Dept. EE, 1560 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 10036 

Sirs: Please enroll me as a Charter Member of the Penthouse Book Society. | understand that mem- 
bership entitles me to full savings on all books offered by the Society, and that | am not obligated to 
purchase any specific number of books. | enclose [] check [] money order for $5 (membership fee) 


plus the cost of books ordered below. 
1 lam already a member of the Society; | am enclosing the cost of books only (no membership fee). 
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Inside information on outdoor victualling 


[ every land, there are a few of us with 
a special hunger that makes us forego 
the safe pleasure of our own tables and 
beds. We are adventurers, willing to 
face pain and fever, and even starvation 
itself, to feed our inner hunger. We may 
go to the farthest places in the world, 
and even when we die—or before if we 
live to do it in our old age—our gullets 


will be set for some new feast, a trip up. 


or down the old Amazon, or a boat filled 
with olive-skinned beauties skimming 
the Adriatic. 

Great Britain, land of my antecedents, 
has given more initiates to the adven- 
turers club, It appears, than any other 
country. Perhaps it is because the land 
is small and the hills are close, or the 
fish and chips cause a desire to spawn 
in new and/unfamiliar places. Sitting 
around the Wellington Club during a 
recent visit to London, | overheard a 
member telling of the taverns of India, 
where an Indian proprietor is legally 
responsible for any rowdiness on the 
part of his customers. “Furthermore 
they permit not a man to carry away a 
jug for later imbibing; all drinks are to 
be consumed at the table. The variety of 
drinks, my dear sir, was wide: soma, an 
ancient drink used by the Brahmans in 
religious ceremonies, a toddy that is 
simple sap from the coconut palm and 
allowed to ferment; rice beers; wood- 


how to stay a sophisticate 
while getting closer to nature 
by Lionel Braun 


apple wine; and arrack, an evil naa-asty 
colorless liquid distilled from palm bark. 

“If the Indian gentleman found the 
tavern boring, and a soma outing with- 
out the spirit of adventure, he could 
always find gaiety in the streets, where 
women abounded who had been trained 
in all ‘64 arts’.” 

| for one today would pick a more 
simple adventure, perhaps so simple a 
choice as a picnic with Raquel Welch. 
There is no doubt that my choice of 
partner makes for a titillating meal 
situation under the sky, or a toast under 
the trees, or favorite dish on a boat—the 
eating is bound to rate. (A story is told 
that during the reign of Charles Il, a 
certain beau pledged a noted beauty in 
a glass of water taken from her bath; 
whereupon another roisterer cried out 
he'd have nothing to do with the liquor, 
but he would have the toast /.e. the lady 
herself. A man of my own heart.) 

But back to the picnic, a word which 
comes from the French pique-nique—to 
take a tantalizing bit of this or that. You 
can build this up, in your own quick 
way, into the kind of a meal a man feels 
comfortable preparing and toting, and 
I’m talking about something beyond the 
box of sandwiches, bag of potato crisps, 
school of preparation. Seductive fare. 

The timing for a nibbling adventure is 
easy to establish. Not the first meeting 


or the second, but after you have shown 
yourself to be the man about town, you 
set out to establish your competence in 
coping with more natural settings. 

When Zephirus eek with his sweete 

breeth 

/nspired hath in every holt and heeth 

The tendre croppes.. . 

So priketh hem Nature in hir corages, 

Than longen folk to goon on 

pilgrimages. 
| take to the nearest shores or the hills, 
rather than Canterbury ... coming upon 
divertissements on the way ... and 
plan my own. 

Some think its up to the man to 
provide the transportation, and the girl 
to bring the food and drink. | would 
rather trust the girl to fetch the petrol, 
and I'll take care of the larder. Mark 
Twain said, “Nothing helps scenery like 
ham and eggs’, but | have better things 
in mind. Toasts to make the time fly by; 
foods ambrosial with unexpected 
flavors; menus chosen to match the 
occasion, the scene and the anticipated 
mood. | can stage a’cocktail party picnic 
complete with hors d’oeuvre, a dinner 
picnic with flaming Tipsy Hen a 
‘Orange, a Duck Kebab grilled while 
we sip portable cocktails and portable 
wines ... and all with out-of-this-world 
simplicity. 

The trick of course, 


lies in the 


~ choosing and packing. You don't want 
to be cluttered with bottles and boxes 
which require return-toting; you don't 
want long lists of ingredients for 
packing and stirring—casual sophistica- 
tion is the clue. The answers come. in a 
new range of Duet Cocktails and Party 
Tyme wines, pull-tab canned for easy 
toting and sipping, and cocktail mixes 
that add to food flavor, as well as making 
quick tasty drinks. Advantages of the 
wine tno are an unbreakable container 
that opens easily, chills instantly (if 
youre a chilled wine devotee) and is 
perfect for two servings of pleasant 
American wine. And suppose you like 
Burgundy while your companion prefers 
White or Rosé, no problem with these 
little cans .. . no fussing with a cork- 


screw. (Of course the deft handling of 
a corkscrew only contributes to the 
masterful image of man, so carry one 
along anyway !) 


Perhaps you remember this little 
episode from A/ice in Wonderland: the 
table was a large one, but the March 
Hare, the Dormouse and the Mad 
Hatter were all crowded together at one 
corner of it. “No room, no room!” they 
cried when they saw Alice coming. 
“There's plenty of room!” said Alice 
indignantly, and she sat down in a 
large armchair at One end of the table. 
“Have some wine,” the March Hare 
said in an encouraging tone. Alice 
looked all around the table, but there 
was nothing on it but tea. “‘l don’t see 
any wine,” she remarked. 

“There isn't any,” said the March 
: Hare. 

“Then it wasn’t very civil of you to 
offer it!” 

“It wasn't very civil of you to sit down 
without being invited.” 

Aha! if Sweet Alice had only brought 
along her own can it might have been a 
happier and more civilized gathering, or 
something more like these lucky seven 
outdoor eating situations, which you 
can pack to take full advantage of the 
occasion. 

1. Sunday Late-Morning Walk 

She likes Screwdrivers, so you check a 
couple of canned Duets or Club Cock- 
tails into a cold-keeping bag. 


. Apricot Glazed Ham 


13 |b. canned Danish Ham 

1 tbsp. prepared mustard 

1 Duet Apricot Sour 

Remove ham from can and place in very 
hot oven, 450°F., to heat for five 


minutes. Spread with mustard. Pour 
Duet Sour over, and heat about 30 
minutes, basting with the Sour. Slice 
and pack with buttered soft rolls. 

2. Cocktail Walk in the Sunset 

Martinis are the drinks, Vodka Martini 
for her, Extra Dry Martini for you, easy to 
manage with Duet’s choice. Grilled 
chicken for nibbling—and  pixillated 
vegetables to go along. If she: looks into 
your eyes over a chicken wing... 


Grilled Chicken Martini 


Marinate a cut+up broiling chicken for 
2 or 3 hours in mixture of $ cup each 
Martini, honey, soy sauce; teaspoon 
each pepper and ginger. Grill until crisp 
and brown outside, tender inside. 


Pixillated Vegetables 


Fill a pint jar with crisp carrot and celery 
sticks, drained cocktail onions, stuffed 
olives. Open a can of chilled Martini and 
pour over to fill jar. Cover tightly and tote 
in your cooler. 

3. Sportsman's Picnic 

Sometimes the sport begins after the 
game, with a spread hearty enough to 
satisfy, good enough to invite the girls. 
Drink Manhattan Cocktails. 


Beef Manhattan Sandwiches 


4 to 5 Ibs. boneless brisket of beef or 
chuck roast 

Paprika ~ 

1 large onion, sliced 

4 cup Holland House Manhattan Mix 

1 clove garlic crushed 

1 small green pepper sliced 

1 bay leaf 

Few sprigs parsley 

% Cup catsup 

Salt and pepper 

Place meat in a heavy Dutch oven, 
sprinkle with paprika and put in a 
450°F. oven, uncovered. When top 
side of beef is browned, turn meat over 
and sprinkle with more paprika. Add 
sliced onion and brown. After about 50 
minutes, meat will be browned suffi- 
ciently. Add all the rest of the in- 
gredients, cover, lower oven heat to 
350°F. and roast for about 2 hours and 
15 minutes, turning meat once during 
this period. When meat is cooked, 
remove from pan, cool and then 
refrigerate. Strain gravy and refrigerate. 
Slice meat for sandwiches. Discard 
hardened fat from top of gravy. Split 
crusty rolls, spread Man gravy, top with 
sliced meat. 


Pickled Mushrooms 


1 Ib. small mushrooms 

4 cup Olive oil 

4+ cup wine vinegar 

1 envelope Holland House Whiskey 
Sour Cocktail. Mix 

3 teaspoon Tabasco 

1 teaspoon salt 

1 clove garlic, split in half 

Pinch oregano 

2 cups water 


1 tablespoon minced fresh dill (or 
teaspoon dry) 

Wipe mushrooms with a damp cloth. 
Combine olive oil, wine vinegar, 
Whiskey Sour Mix, Tabasco, salt, garlic, 
Oregano and water in a saucepan. | 
Bring to a boil and simmer 5 minutes. 
Add mushrooms. Cook over low neat 10 
minutes. Let cool in liquid. Add dill and | 
chill. Drain before serving. 

4. Seataring Teriyaki 

When you run up the cocktail flag, and 
really mean dinner, make it a dish you 
can sit on deck and grill. Drink Daiquiri 
Duet. 


Fish Fillets Teriyaki 


2 Ibs. thin fish fillets (sole, flounder) 
4 cup Holland House Sherry Cooking | 
Wine 

4 cup Daiquiri Cocktail 
4 Cup soy sauce 

2 tablespoons oil 


4 teaspoon ground ginger 


1 clove garlic, crushed 

Cut fish into long strips 1-inch wide. 
Combine Sherry Cooking Wine, Daiquiri, 
soy sauce, oil, ginger and garlic in large 
bowl. Add fish and marinate $ hour. 
Weave strips on bamboo skewers and 
pack In a flat, covered pan to take along. | 
Grill 3 inches from heat, 3 to 5 minutes. | 
Serve with egg rolls. 

5. Quick Campsite 

If you're heading for a spot with grill or 
fireplace, bring along the makings of — 
Shish Kebab—a manly dish. Drink 
Whiskey Sour cocktails. 


Shish Kebabs 


4 can Whiskey Sour Cocktail 

4 cup soy sauce 

x Cup oil 

1 clove garlic, crushed 

a teaspoon ginger 

4 teaspoon pepper 

2 lbs. tender beef or lamb cut in 1 
cubes 

2 onions, cut in quarters 

2 green peppers, cut In quarters 

Combine Whiskey Sour, soy sauce, oil 
and seasonings in a bowl. Add meat, 
marinate several hours or overnight. 
Skewer meat, onions and peppers. 
Broil 15 minutes, turning occasionally. 
Makes 4 servings. Served with Rice 
Pilaf. 

6. Celebration Picnic 

Make it an occasion. Love birds for two, 
rock Cornish hens, roasted at home, 
basted with Brandy Manhattan for 
what-is-it flavor—and Brandy Man- 
hattans to sip. 

7, Back to the Rubalyat 

Some simple things are to keep. Pick an | 
unusual cheese—grappe, the inside. 
pearly white, the rind studded with 

grape seeds. Choose a thin-sliced dark 

bread, or crisp cheese crackers in a tin, 

to munch companionably. Pack a tin of | 
Margarita for her, Manhattan for you.... 
and remember the book of verse and_ 
blanket. Enow! 


4-inch 


“Mister, I'm just 
k in: fe 
| | g . 

And, that she is... along with all of 
the other girls working for their livings 
and their own kinds of loving in the 
world’s oldest profession. 

They shoot heroin, drop acid, blow 
pot, fake orgasms, support pimps, go to 
therapists, work houses, walk streets, 
and do anything with their bodies for 
the right price. 

They’re call girls, hookers, prostitutes, 


whores, and they tell the wheres, whens, 
whys, hows, and ways of itall in... 
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revolution all primed and ready to 

go but the damned kids in back of 
it won't listen to any of us old bastards 
about what to do next. It’s simply 
heartbreak times for us old Cojones who 
fought with Paramaibo and with Valdex. 
We could tell these revolting little 
snerds all they need to know about 
overthrowing the System but it looks 
like the dopey little pukes are going to 
talk it to death. 

All over the world there are elements 
that are hip to the fact that the chicken 
isn't really kosher, and what are they 
doing? Keeping away from. barbers, 
rapping about scag and H, playing with 
guitars and scummy girls in basements 
and making tired Governors call out the 
pimpled National Guard. What they 
need is direction and a clear voice from 
the top. Here is a manual for their use. 
It may never do any good but the hope 
is that it will fall into the hands of a 
Weatherman, a Panther, or at least a 
girl with big tits. 

What follows is based on a lifetime of 
disaffection for all systems and on a lot 
of little things the author has done in an 
effort to upset everything and drag the 
world down to his level. 

First, definition of terms. What does 
this particular revolt seek to accomplish ? 
It's not good if what you re talking about 
is freeing the slaves while your buddy 
wants to knock over rich broads. Let’s 
suppose that you both are talking about 
Doing Away With. Good. Now you have 
to decide on whether you want to do 
away with the System, or Things, or 
both. Let's consider Things first. No 
question but this is a time of Things. 
One group has been going around 
leaving little firebombs in department 
stores. THAT is stupid! We know that 
you can't re-educate Society by next 
Thursday, but consider: all you get rid 
of that way is a few TVs, some wrist- 
watches and a few pieces of luggage— 
all good stuff that can be fenced for 
Horse. You certainly don’t tear society 
away from its Chris-Crafts, Mercedes- 
Benzes and 50,000-dollar weddings. 
You just get people nervous and they go 
out and buy more guns. 


‘T revel we have a wonderful red-hot 
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RULE 1: Don't go after little stuff. It 
shows the Establishment that you're 
petty and that all that is needed is for 
Spiro to come stomp on you. The other 
day in New York City some kids were 
working on a little bomb and blew up 
the whole house. Nine sticks of 
dynamite were found later. Here's a 
city of 9,000,000 people so what were 
they thinking? A stick a million? It’s 
enough to make an old-timer who 
worked with Jose Avenida and Manuel 
Izcaldo burst into tears. 

Now. Historically, which means “in 

the Past,” which means stuff up-on- 
which you ain't, but which often 
provides good guide-lines for the 
present, the successtul revolts have 
been those of the poor against the rich. 
They worked because there were lots of 
poor and very few rich. Today the big 
numbers are the middle and you have 
to get a lot of the middle on your side. 
It would be nice if you could just go 
over the middle and knock out the rich, 
but you can’t because the middle will 
want to defend the things that are dear 
to them: the color TV, the two-door 
fridge, the front-and-back door chimes, 
the basement night-club type playroom 
with wet bar and the children. About 
equal with the children are the tapedeck 
and the movie camera and _ projector. 
That's another reason that they don't 
like it when you mess up the department 
store that sells that stuff. 
RULE 2: Get the Middle Class on your 
side. You start this by playing up to 
Labor. (a) Labor doesn't like to be called 
Labor because labor, to most Americans, 
means working with the hands, and no 
American does. Working with the hands 
is for Mexicans. (6) It follows that you 
could start by making friends with 
Mexicans, Indians and Eskimos, but you 
can't because they dont like one 
another. And nobody likes Puerto 
Ricans or Negroes. Very few people can 
stand Italians, Hungarians, Latins-in- 
general, most kinds of Jews, Arabs, 
Poles or anybody else with a ski on the 
end of his name, Latvians, Estonians, 
Armenians, Lebanese or Bulgarians. 

Most 100 percent Americans like 
Germans, because they are clean, and 


any Scandinavians who don't make 
dirty pictures. Danes are in. Swedes 
may be out. French are out because 
during the First World War a lot of the 
doughboys from Indiana slept with 
lower-class French girls and came home 
with the idea that the French had no 
morals. They passed this thinking on to 
their children under the general heading 
“ooh ja la’. Graduates of World War 11 
come to conventions in New York and 
pick up colored girls on 47th Street. 
This proves that blacks have no morals. 

The proper approach to Labor, or the 
small businessman, is to get a haircut, 
stick a tin flag in your buttonhole, and 
start some friendly-sounding talk about 
the Silent Majority. It’s best to approach 
them in groups because no member of 
the Middle wants to believe that he’s 
(a) thinking or, worse, (6b) thinking 
something different from what he thinks 
his neighbor thinks. The thing to do is 
to talk about what is interesting to them: 
restrictions on hunting; poontang:; 
commanizm. 

Explain that if it weren't for the 

commanists in Washinton the war in 
Veet Namb would have been won by 
Cutis Le May. Tell how the Japs are re- 
arming with our money. Tell how we 
lost China because of Alger Hiss. Tell 
how Chiang Kai-shek built up Formosa 
with his own hands and set his only son 
up in a successful plastic soup-plate 
factory. Talk about the liberal press and 
how it plays up all the bad news and 
impugns American youth. Talk about 
how Reagan has brought peace to 
California by taking the money that was 
being wasted on nuthouses and using 
it to investigate orange prices. Show 
how he made wetbacks ashamed to 
take the money. Tell how you don't 
approve of the Birch Society, even 
though you agree with most of what it 
stands for. Put in a good word for the 
only hope an American has of defending 
himself from chipmunks, the National 
Rifle Association. Explain how a Jew 
owns the New York Times. 
RULE 3: Steal an hydrogen bomb and 
drop it on Washington. Like bringing 
chicken soup to a dead man, it can't 
hurt. 
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PART 10 OF AN OUTRAGEOUS SEX SATIRE BY FREDERIC MULLALLY 


DOW NEALL OF 
A RED SQUARE 


THE STORY THUS FAR: Profligate heiress Wanda von 
Kreesus, at 19 the world’s richest beauty, has hustled her 
father to an early grave aided by her amoral attendant, the 
nymphet Candyfloss, and is using her wealth, wits and 
charms to subvert the world’s top leaders. In Moscow, 
with the connivance of the aged Trade Minister Trickoyan 
(already in her power) Wanda poses as his Armenian 
niece, plagued by a delinquent daughter. Object: so to 
“frame” the influential Akaroff as to ensure a balance of 
power in the Party Presidium for tottering Chairman 
Lammsitoff, thereby putting the Soviet leader massively 
in her debt. NOW READ ON! 


omrade lvan Akaroff 
was long and thin, 
pushing 50, a strict 
teetotaller and 
founder-president 
of Knoutkult, a 
movement inside 
the party for the 
propagation of 
culture-through- 
stoicism. With his droopy Molotov 
moustache and steel-rimmed spectacles, 
he offered the appearance of a provincial 
schoolmaster rather than top hawk of 
the party’s presidium, but behind his 
calm pedagogic exterior burned a flame 
of pure fanaticism. 

Rumour had it he had been crossed in 
love as a young student by a chit of a 
Komsomol from Timkovich, who had 
spurned the sober Ivan for a vodka- 
swilling tractor mechanic. Be that as it 
may, it was a fact that Akaroff was 
notably uneasy in the company of 
female comrades and always found 
some excuse for declining invitations 
to the homes of married colleagues. An 
occasional evenings chess with 
Trickoyan was in order—not from any 
feeling of friendship towards the 
Armenian but from the convenient 
circumstance that his beloved wife had 
kicked the bucket three years back. 

And so it was that Trickoyan was able 
to greet a frostily smiling Akaroff on the 
threshold of his apartment in Gorki 
Street, a couple of days after Wanda 
von Kreesus’s arrival in Moscow. They 
were seated in the salon half-an-hour 
later, facing each other across the 
chessboard, when the door was flung 
open ande-a pigtailed schoolgirl with a 
cigarette drooping from her rosebud 
mouth slouched in. With a_ scornful 
glance at the two men, she ambled 
across the room, turned on the TV set 
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and slumped into an armchair. Akaroff, 
who had been on the point of moving his 
knight, flicked his outraged eyes from 
the nymphet’s sullen face to the bands 
of pale flesh exposed above her 
twisted black hose and turned back to 
meet his host's apologetic grimace. 

“My niece’s brat, known as Itchy. She 
just dumped her on me and flew straight 
back to Yerevan. I’m putting her into a 
reformatory next week.” 

As the TV blared into life, Akaroff’s 
thin lips tightened beneath his droopy 
moustache. He was waiting for his 
colleague to take appropriate action, but 
Trickoyan—incredibly—seemed to be 
checkmated. 

“If we just ignore her,’ 
“she might go away.” 

“Ignore her! Are you insane ? Assert 
your authority, comrade !”’ 

“All right,” Trickoyan sighed. “For 
What good it'll do.” And, adopting a 
stern mien, he addressed the girl in a 
tongue quite incomprehensible to 
Akaroff, to which she replied in succinct, 
and equally opaque, monosyllables. 

“Armenian,” the old man explained, 
turning back to the chessboard with a 
frown. “She refuses to learn Russian. 
|—er—I| told her to go to her room and 
leave us in peace.” 

“And . 7 

“She told me to go and get stuffed. 
And—" he hesitated, obviously !n some 
embarrassment. 

“Well 2” Akaroff pressed, grimly. 

“and to take the fink in the granny- 
goggles along with me.” 

As Akaroff helped himself to another, 
and this time longer, look at the 
wayward minx his hand abandoned the 
knight and started to toy with ‘his 
bishop. And, all the while, his mind was 
sparking off speculations and images in 
a veritable fizzgig of creative lubricity. 

‘What.do you think you're staring at ?” 
Candyfloss (for, of course, it was no 
other) sneered. ‘‘Never seen a pair of 
red flannel knickers before ?” Trickoyan 
translated. 

“I've not only seen them,” Akaroff 
lied through his clenched teeth, “‘but 
I've had them down to make way for a 
sound belting—which is what you'd 


he muttered, 


be getting now, if | had anything to do 
with it.” More translation. 

“I'd just like to see you try, mate,” 
Itchyfloss snapped smartly back. ‘‘l’vé 
taken on bigger slobs than you in the 
past.” 

Behind his granny specs, Akaroff’s 
eyes narrowed as he turned a flushed 
face to his host. ‘With your permission, 
comrade ?”’ he breathed, switching his 
hand from his bishop to his belt. 

“Go right ahead,” the older man 
shrugged. ‘'l just wish | had your moral 
fibre.” And he sat back smiling as his 
lean but sinewy colleague loped across 
the room, swung the nymphet over his 
shoulder and bore her, yelling and 
struggling, out of the salon and along 
the corridor to Trickoyan’s guest-room. 

For the first few minutes Itchyfloss’s 
full-throated profanities vied lustily with 
the thwack of belt on tensile flesh, but 
soon the howls had sunk to a plaintive 
yammering and finally to a whimper 
as the leathering ended, giving way to 
the sound of Akaroff’s voice, pitched 
more in solemn adjuration than in anger. 

He re-entered the room, leading 
Itchyfloss by the hand, and stood to one 
side, breathing hard, as the now sub- 
dued little saucebox shuffled over to 
Trickoyan. The former Ballet Rosebud 
enjoyed a good larruping, for a change, 
at almost anyone’s hands; but there 
was little evidence of this now In her 
voice or manner as she halted before 
the Armenian. 

“I—I'm sorry for what | said,” she 
mumbled. ““And—I'll try to behave in 
the future.” 

From the sidelines, Akaroff nodded 
his head approvingly. “She'll try...” 
he smiled thinly. “But of course she will 
not always succeed. A leopard doesn’t 
change its spots that easily. But at 
least, comrade, we now know the 
remedy.’ 

“Did you hear that, Itchy ?” Trickoyan 
asked. “Any more lip from you and | 
get straight on the phone to your new 
uncle, Ivan. You know what. that'll 
mean, don’t you ?” 

“Yes, sir,’ the nymphet sniffed. 
“Please may | go and do some em- 
broidery now ?” 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 93 


seqioy uelig 


“What is a kike 2” Disraeli once asked a 
small group of fellow politicians. Then, 
as his audience shifted nervously, 
Queen Victoria’s great Jewish Prime 
Minister supplied the answer himself. 
“A kike’, he observed, “is a Jewish 
gentleman who has just left the room.” 

The word kike is thought to have 
derived from the ending -k/ or -ky 
found in many names borne by the 


Jews of Eastern Europe. Or, as Leo 


Povl Webb 
Wops, spiks, 
_kikes: «the 


inflaming power 
of names people 
call neighbors 
of different 
stock is often 
belied by the 
innocent origins 
of the affront 


by Charles F. 
Berlitz 
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Rosten suggests, it may come from 
kike/, Yiddish for a circle, the preferred 
mark for name signing by Jewish 
immigrants who could not write. This 
was used instead of an X, which 
resembles a cross. Kikel was not 


originally pejorative, but has become so 
through use 


aAihe 
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Yid, another word for Jew, has a 
distinguished historic origin, coming 
from the German Jude (through the 
Russian zhid). Jude itself derives from 
the tribe of Judah, a most honorable and 
ancient appellation. The vulgar and 
opprobrious word “Sheeny”’ for Jew is 
a real inversion, as it derives from 
shaine (Yiddish) or schon (German), 
meaning ‘beautiful’. How could beauti- 
ful be an insult ? The answer is that it all 


depends on the manner, tone or facial 
expression or sneer (as our own Vice 
President has trenchantly observed) 
with which something is said. The 
opprobrious Mexican word for an 
American—gringo, for example, is 
essentially simply a sound echo of a 
song the American troops used to sing 
when the Americans were invading 
Mexico—’Green Grow the Lilacs”. 
Therefore the Mexicans began to call 
the Americans something equivalent to 
“los green-grows’” which became His- 
panized to gringo. But from this 
innocent beginning to the unfriendly 
emphasis with which many Mexicans 
say gringo today there is a world of 
difference—almost a call to arms, with 
unforgettable memories of past real or 
fancied wrongs, including “lost” Texas 
and California. 

The pejorative American word for 
Mexicans, Puerto Ricans, Cubans and 
other Spanish-speaking nationals Is 
simply sp/k, excerpted from the useful 
expression ‘No esspick Englitch”. 
Italians, whether in America or abroad, 
have been given other more picturesque 
appellations. Wop, an all-time pejorative 
favorite, is curiously not insulting at all 
by origin, as it means, in Neapolitan 
dialect, “handsome”, “strong” or ‘good 
looking’. Among the young Italian 
immigrants some of the stronger and 
more active—sometimes to the point of 
combat—were called guappi, from 
which the first syllable, “‘“wop’’, attained 
an “immediate insult’ status for all 
Italians. 

“Guinea” comes from the days of the 
slave trade and is derived from the 
African word for West Africa. This 
“guinea” is the same word as the 
British unit of 21 shillings, somehow 
connected with African gold profits as 
well as New Guinea, which resembled 
Africa to its discoverers. Dark or 
swarthy Italians and sometimes Portu- 
guese were called Gu/neas and this 
apparently spread to Italians of light 
complexion as well. 

One of the epithets for Negroes has a 
curious and tragic historic origin, the 
memory of which is still haunting us. 
The word is “coons’. It comes from 
baracdes (the 0 gives a nasal n sound 
in Portuguese), and refers to the slave 
pens or barracks (‘baracoons”) in 
which the victims of the slave trade 
were kept while awaiting transshipment. 
Their descendants, in their present 
emphasizing of the term “black” over 
‘Negro’, may be in the process of up- 
grading the very word “‘black’’, so often 
used pejoratively, as in ‘‘black-hearted”’, 
“black day”, “black arts”, “black hand”, 
etc. Even some African languages use 
“black” in a negative sense. In Hausa 
“to have a black stomach” means to be 
angry or unhappy. 

The sub-Sahara African peoples, in- 
cidentally, do not think that they are 


black (which they are not, anyway). 
They consider themselves a healthy and 
attractive “people color’, while whites 
to them look rather unhealthy and 
somewhat frightening. In any case, the 
efforts of African Americans to dignify 
the word “‘black’’ may eventually repre- 
sent a Semantic as well as a socio-racial 
triumph. 

A common type of national insult is 
that of referring to nationalities by their 
food habits. Thus “Frogs” for the 
French and ‘Krauts’ for the Germans 
are easily understandable, reflecting on 
the French addiction to cu/sses de 
grenouilles (\iterally ‘thighs of frogs’’) 
and that of the Germans for various 
kinds of cabbage, hot or cold. The 
French call the Italians ‘/es macaronis” 
while the German insult word for 
Italians is Katzenfresser (cat-eaters), an 
unjust accusation considering the 
hordes of cats among the Roman ruins 
fed by individual cat lovers—unless 
they are fattening them up? The insult 
word for an English person is ‘‘limey”, 
referring to the limes distributed to sea- 
faring Englishmen as an anti-scurvy 
precaution in the days of sailing ships 
and long periods at sea. 

At least one of these food descriptive 
appellations has attained a permanent 
Status in English. The word “Eskimo” is 
not an Eskimo word at all but an 
Algonquin word unit meaning “‘eaters- 
of-flesh’”’. The Eskimos naturally do not 
call themselves this in their own 
language but, with simple directness, 
use the word /nuit—‘the men” or ‘the 
people”. 

Why is it an insult to call Chinese 
“Chinks’ ? Chink is most probably a 
contraction of the first syllables of 
Chung-Kuo-Ren—'' Middle Country 
Person’. In Chinese there is no special 
word for China, as the Chinese, being 
racially somewhat snobbish themselves 
(although not effete, according to 
recent reports), have for thousands of 
years considered their land to be the 
center or middle of the world. The key 
character for China is therefore the 
word chung or ‘‘middle’’ which, added 
to kuo, becomes “middle country” or 
“middle kingdom’ —the complete 
Chinese expression for “China” being 
Chung Hwa Min Kuo (‘Middle Flowery 
People’s Country”). No matter how in- 
offensive the origin of “Chink” is, 
however, it is no longer advisable for 
everyday or any-day use now. 

Jap, an insulting diminutive that 
figured in the last national U.S. election 
(though its use in the expression ‘‘fat 
Jap” was apparently meant to have an 
endearing quality by our Vice President) 
is a simple contraction of “Japan”, 
which derives from the Chinese word 
for “‘sun”. In fact the words “Jap” and 
“Nip both mean the same_ thing. 
“Jap comes from Chinese and “Nip” 
from Japanese in the following fashion: 


Jih-pen means “sun origin” in Chinese, 
while Mi-hon (Nippon) gives a like 
meaning in Japanese, both indicating 
that Japan was where the sun rose. 
Europeans were first in contact with 
China, and so originally chose the 
Chinese name for Japan instead of the 
Japanese one. 

The Chinese “insult” words for whites 
are based on the observations that they 
are too white and therefore look like 
ghosts or devils, fan kue/ (ocean 
ghosts), or that their features are too 
sharp instead of being pleasantly flat, 
and that they have enormous noses, 
hence ta-bee-tsu (great-nosed ones). 
Differences in facial physiognomy have 
been fully reciprocated by whites in 
referring to Asians as ‘Slants’ or 
“Slopes”. 

Greeks in ancient times had an insult 
word for foreigners too, but one based 
on the sound of their language. This 
word is still with us, though its original 
meaning has changed. The ancient 
Greeks divided the world into Greeks 
and “‘Barbarians’’—the latter word com- 
ing from a description of the ridiculous 
language the stranger was speaking. To 
the Greeks it sounded like the “‘baa-baa”’ 
of a sheep—hence “Barbarian” ! 

The black peoples of South Africa are 
not today referred to as Negro or Black 
but as Bantu—not in itself an insult but 
having somewhat the same effect when 
you are the lowest man on the totem 
pole. But the word means simply ‘the 
men”, ntu signifying “man” and 6a 
being the plural prefix. This may have 
come from an early encounter with 
explorers or missionaries when Central 
or South Africans on being asked by 
whites who they were may have replied 
simply ‘‘men’’—with the implied though 
probably unspoken follow-up question, 
“And who are you ?” 

This basic and ancient idea that one’s 
group are the only people—at least the 
only friendly or non-dangerous ones—is 
found among many tribes throughout 
the world. The Navajo Indians call 
themselves Dine—‘‘the people’’—and 
qualify other tribes generally as ‘the 
enemy’. Therefore an Indian tribe to the 
north would simply be called “the 
northern enemy’, one to the east ‘‘the 
eastern enemy”, etc., and that would be 
the only name used for them. These 
ancient customs, sanctified by time, of 
considering people who differ in color, 
customs, physical characteristics and 
habits—and by enlargement all strangers 
—as potential enemies is something 
rankind can no longer afford, even 
linguistically. Will man ever be able to 
rise above using insult as a weapon ? 
It may not be possible to love your 
neighbor, but by understanding him one 
may be able eventually to tolerate him. 
Meanwhile, if you stop calling him 
names, he too may eventually learn to 
dislike you less. Og 
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DRESSING UPTO MEETALADY/ FASHION: RON BUTLER/ PHOTOS : KEN DUNCAN 


AESTHETICALLY 
THE MOST 
STYLISH SHIP 
AFLOAT, 
CUNARD'S QE2 
COMBINES ON 
HER 13 DECKS 
DRIVE-ON 
PARKING FOR 80 
AUTOMOBILES, 
FOUR SWIMMING 
POOLS (TWO 
INDOORS, TWO 
OUT), AND MOVIE 
THEATER TO SEAT 
530. PROVISIONS 
ON NORMAL 
TRANSATLANTIC 
RUN INCLUDE 41 


BRANDS OF ™ 
WHISKEY, 43 


BRANDS OF Si 


CIGARETTE, 

150 LBS OF CAVIAR, 
600 JARS OF 

BABY FOOD AND 
50 LBS OF DOG 
BISCUITS. 


“NEW LOOK” IN 
SUMMER 
FORMALS IS 
WHITE TROUSERS 
AND WHITE SHOES 
WORN WITH A 
PORTOFINO 
DINNER JACKET 
IN FJORD SPLASH 
PRINT $80. 
TROUSERS, WITH 
STRIPE DOWN THE 


SIDES TO MATCH | 


JACKET, $40. jaan 
EASY CARE |. 


SHIRT WITH FLY: & 


FRONT AND ROWS 


OF NYLON LACE, » 


$16. ALL BY 
AFTER SIX 
FORMALS. 
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When it’s good form to be formal, it's good news 
that the formality required today is more relaxed 
than ever before. Frilly fly-front shirts eliminate 
elusive shirt studs, trousers with expansion 
waistbands eliminate the cummerbund, clip-ons 
cut out the bow tying, and in color anything goes. 
Sticklers for propriety can wear summer formals 
between Memorial Day and Labor Day, but the 
rest of the year—barring, say, dinner with the 
Governor—black can give way to maroon, mid- 
night blue and similar subdued colors. Delighted 


¥ 
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by the trend is singer Tony Messina, who jumps 
around a lot when performing (recent engage- 
ments: Sahara in Las Vegas, Rat Fink Room in 
New York, Merv Griffin Show) and so likes to 
wear a loose-fit dinner jacket with deep-cut 
armholes and single button in front. When out with 
a lady—in this case the new Queen Elizabeth Il— 
he goes for more dash but still demands comfort, 
which today’s formal styles happily supply. And 
so does the QE2, a s/2-million seagoing extrava- 
ganza who charts her course by satellite. Ot+—y 


STRIPED DOUBLE- 
BREASTED DINNER 
JACKET FOR TONY 
(LEFT) FROM THE 
NITE MAGIC 
COLLECTION OF 
AFTER SIX 
FORMALS, $75. 
AVANTE GUARD 
FORMAL TROUSERS 
WITH EXPANSION 
WAISTBAND, $46, 
AND EASY CARE 
FORMAL SHIRT IN 
DACRON AND 
COTTON WITH 
SELF-RUFFLED 
PLACKET, $17, ARE 
ALSO BY AFTER 
SIX. 


OPPOSITE: DURING 
A CRUISE ALMOST 
EVERY OTHER 
NIGHT AT SEA IS 
“BLACK TIE” 
DRESS-UP. HERE 
SINGER TONY 
MESSINA MEETS 


my THE CHALLENGE 
WITH A CLASSIC- 


STYLED DOUBLE- 


> BREASTED DINNER 


JACKET BY LORD 
WEST, ABOUT $80. 
HIS MINI-TARTAN 
FANCY PANTS 
FORMAL TROUSERS 


ARE ALSO BY 


LORD WEST, 
$37.50. SHIRT IS 


ae 
= A PRINCE RENALDI 


FOR GATES, 
ABOUT $22. BY 


©THE WAY, IF YOU 


THINK RADIO IS 
DEAD, HAVE 
ANOTHER LOOK 
AT TONY'S 
FRIEND. SHE'S 
CAROL DAVIS OF 
ABC RADIO IN 
NEW YORK, AND 
VERY MUCH 
ACTIVE. 
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ODERATION 


(Being an exchange of letters 
between Miss Lewanda Wheygill, 
Teaching Fellow at Columbia 
University, New York City, and 
Mr Clive Entwhistle, musical PhD 
aspirant at Harvard University, 
Cambridge, Massachusetts. Also 

included: a single missive from. . 
Jonathan Estes MacWurlitzer, MD, 
to Vito Gorgonelli, Esq.) 


HUMOR BY RORY HARRITY 


From Clive Entwhistle to Lewanda Wheygill : 
February 4 
Sunday Night 
Cambridge 
Dear Wanny, 

| enjoyed my visit to New York. The Lincoln Center Vivaldi 
Festival alone was well worth the trip, and of course it was 
nice to.see you again. 

Now Wanny. There is something which has bothered me 
for a long time and now, even at the risk of losing your 
friendship, | have got to get it off my chest. | have observed, 
during our last three or four visits together, that you have 
been desirous of more physical trafficking between us than 
our relationship had hitherto included. And | daresay you 
could not help observing that each time you took my hand 
for no practical reason, or brushed your foot with mine, or 
squeezed my neck unduly in a dance—I recoiled. Certainly 
you have wondered why these demonstrations of physical 
attraction on your part are rejected out of hand: | could 
blame it on a thousand things that would spare your 
feminine vanity, but | will not insult your really formidable 
qualities as a scholar and a person by telling you a lie. 

It is the size of your nose. It is too large, much too large. 
You have a great big ugly nose and it puts me off like mad. 
There. I've said it. 

After we'd met.| tried hard to convince myself of its 
favorable, if Baroque, aesthetics. | told myself it was an 
imperial nose—aristocratic, aquiline—a/stinguished. Then |'d 
see you again and there it would be—just plain big. 

But physical aversion notwithstanding, | enjoy your 


company more than | can say. And, provided that we now 
understand each other vis-a-vis sex, it is my earnest desire 
that we should continue our relationship. How about that 
new off-Broadway Brecht the weekend after next ? 
Fondly, 
Clive. 


From Lewanda Wheygill to Clive Entwhistle: 
February 8 
Wednesday 
New York 
Dearest Clive, 

You are doubtless familiar with the line from Hamlet: “'| 
have no spur to prick the sides of my intent... But now 
you, dear Clive, have become that spur which my intention 
has so desperately needed. For years this wretched nose of 
mine has stood its monstrous sentinel against my happiness, 
and for years | have thought to have it fixed. Now comes 
your letter like a bolt of lightning—kind, rather than cruel in 
its candour—and now at last | am absolutely determined to 
eliminate the one thing that stands between us. | announced 
my decision to Jenny Whitter (my roommate, you may 
remember) and she applauded it as the best move | should 
ever make. Happily, she had immediate recommendations as 
to the how of the thing; she suggested | get in touch with a 
girl friend of hers who had a friend whose ex-beau was a 
plastic surgeon. Apparently, he had just come to New York 
(from some unlikely place such as the Falkland Islands) and 
since he had not had time to gain an extensive reputation, 
would doubtless charge me far less than usual. After much 
checking around | finally located him and gave him a call. 
You can easily imagine the potential embarrassment of such 
a telephone conversation with a complete stranger, but his 
charming English accent and bluff, even jocund approach to 
the subject immediately put me at my ease. He said that he 
had not as yet had time to set up in a proper office, but he 
could drop over that evening (Tuesday) to meet me and 


“have a look-see at the old bugle”, as he put it. | readily 
agreed, and promptly at 6:30 he arrived. 

Well, Clive, Dr. Jonathan Estes MacWurlitzer was one .of 
the most interesting people that | have ever met. He was a 
tall, large-bodied man with dark, just-greying hair, an 
abundant yet carefully trimmed moustache and a bright 
ruddy complexion, doubtless the result of the many years he 
has spent in the out-of-doors. Over drinks, he told me of his 
early life in the diamond fields of South Africa, how he made 
and lost a fortune before he was 25, and how he had gone 
to England and studied medicine, only to -have his curriculum 
interrupted by the Battle of Britain in which he shot down 26 
German planes. Thrice decorated, he resumed his studies 
after the war, at which time he decided to ‘“‘have a bash at 
the plastic surgery game’. He returned to Africa for his 
residency work where, he said, he got all the experience a 
plastic surgeon could ever want among the natives of that 
continent. So successful were his operations on the lips of 
Ubangi converts that one of these patients went on to play 
the trumpet for a living and another made an LP record of 
African bird whistles for the National Geographic Society. 
All in all it was a truly fascinating life story. 

Then we got down to cases. With a heartiness that 
completely belied my anxiety, the doctor gave my nose a 
thorough examination, now staring at it with a furrowed 
brow, now tweaking it gently between thumb and forefinger, 
now prodding it with the rubber end of a pencil. Soon, he 
announced that it would respond beautifully. The operation 
could take place, he said, a week from this Friday (the 17th) 
at the Nestor Clinic, a small private rest home in the Bronx. 

CONTINUED 


| should be laid up for no more than a few days—and the 
cost? A very reasonable $350.00, payable, he said, in the 
manner of all plastic surgery contracts, in advance. We 
settled to go through with it right then and there. | gave him 
a check and we said goodnight. 

| have since spoken with the clinic, and am to check In 
Thursday night for a good sleep before the operation. 
Needless to say, Clive, it is my greatest hope that what | am 
about to do will remove the one impediment to a deepening 
of our relationship. In two weeks time, my dearest, you shall 
have the opportunity of deciding for yourself. 

With great fondness, 
Wanny. 


From Dr. Jonathan Estes MacWurlitzer of New York City to 
Vito Gorgonelli, of Brooklyn: 
February 9 
Thursday 
Dear Mr. Gorgonelli, 

| am enclosing a check made out to me by a Miss 
Lewanda Wheygill in the amount of $350.00, which, as you 
can see, | have endorsed over to you. This exactly covers the 
total of gambling debts incurred by me at Vito’s C/ub over 
the last few weeks. 

Now that | have paid in full, | hope and trust that all these 
repeated threats of physical violence upon my person from 
members of your organization will cease. 

Yours, etc., 
J. E. MacWurlitzer. 
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From Clive Entwhistle to Lewanda Wheygill : 
February 10 
Friday 
Cambridge 
Dearest Wanny, 

Let me be brief. The thought of you without that wretched 
nose shoots me through with pulsations of manly desire so 
acute as to be almost their own undoing. In a word, | am 
delighted with the step you're taking and, difficult as it was 
for me to have written as | did, it has had the desired result— 
a result | am positive will prove well worth it to both of us. 

With greatest fondness, and greatest anticipation, 
Clive. 


From Lewanda Wheygill to Clive Entwhistle : 
February 16 


Dearest Clive, 

The most awful thing has happened. | just received a 
letter from tne bank and apparently the check which | gave 
to Doctor MacWurlitzer has bounced. Obviously, | must 
have made a mistake in my checkbook, but the point is, 
what, what to do ? In all probability the Doctor has not had 
word of this as yet, as if he had he doubtless would have 
gotten in touch. And frankly, I’m afraid that if | call him now 
to apologize and explain, he might very well not go through 
with the operation. True, | could postpone things until the 
first of March when | am paid again, but the thought of living 
even two more weeks with the nose is more than | can bear. 
No, | think that | shall keep mum until the deed is done, and 
then, in the manner of a casual afterthought, mention about 
the check and promise to pay him faithfully on the first. 

Now | must run, Clive dear. Through it all, my thoughts 
will be of you—and yours, | earnestly hope, of 

your 
Wanny. 


CONTINUED ON PAGE 76 


“Gee, Mr. Crandell. . . is this really 
what they call skin diving... ? 


75 


Subsequent letter from Lewanda Wheygill to Clive 
Entwhistle : 

February 20 
Dearest Clive, 

| cannot begin to tell you how much | appreciated your 
phone call on Friday evening after the operation. By that 
time they must have given me a good many drugs for the 
pain, because | don’t remember a thing—only that the 
sound of your voice was the best medication | could 
possibly have had. Did |, for example, tell you of Dr. 
MacWurlitzer’s unfortunate condition when he arrived at the 
clinic Friday ? Again, | simply can’t remember, so that at the 
risk of repetition let me briefly recount the events which have 
passed. 

The Nestor Clinic, as such, is not the sort of place to inspire 
high spirits. | arrived there Thursday night. It resembled 
nothing so much as a second-rate professional hotel which 
had been commandeered, so to speak, by the medical 
fraternity. Outside was dirty yellow brick and inside was all 
Nile Green stretching, it seemed, to the length and breadth 
of the river itself. 

After I'd been shown to my room and got into bed a nurse 
came and gave me a sleeping pill. It really worked because | 
went right off till morning, when another nurse brought me 
breakfast. | was just finishing up when Dr. MacWurlitzer 
arrived. Well, Clive, he looked as if he’d been run down by a 
truck. His clothes were spattered and torn, his left eye was 
badly swollen under a blue-black bruise, and a trickle of 


dried blood had left its trail down from the right corner of his 


mouth. As he came to the corner of my bed, his left leg 


dragged behind him. Here he stood and stared down at me | 
with one of the most peculiar expressions | have ever seen. 


In his condition, it was almost frightening. ‘Doctor 
MacWurlitzer!": | managed to exclaim, “what on earth has 
happened 2?” “| met with a little accident, Miss Wheygill,”” he 
said. Barely able to conceal my disappointment, | said: 
“Doctor MacWurlitzer, in view of what has happened, if you 
would like to postpone until you are recovered, | shall 
completely understand.” Here the doctor hesitated for a 
moment, all the while looking steadily at me. “On the 
contrary, Miss Wheygill,”’ he said at last, “| have never been 
readier to perform an operation in my life. Miss Schwartz!” 
—he called crisply to the nurse, who had been staring all the 
while at his appearance —’’get the lead out and prepare Miss 
Wheygill for surgery. | shall join you in the operating room 
in a few minutes.” So saying, he limped piteously away, and 
Miss Schwartz made ready an injection and gave it to me. 
From this point on, recollection clouds. | remember being 
wheeled down a corridor, a short ride in an elevator, the 


prismatic blaze of light in the operating room, the tightening | 


down of the inhaler, an instant of groggy panic, the hissing 
of gas, the beginnings of euphoria, and then at last the 
white-gowned and hatted form of Doctor MacWurlitzer 
bending over me. his RAF moustache making a stylish little 
bulge in his surgical mask. 

That was about 9:30 a.m. Friday. And literally, the next 
thing | remember is your phone call ! 

Only two or three more days here, the nurses tell me, and 
| shall be able to go home. A couple of days after that and | 
shall be able to remove the bandages (D-day !)—and a few 
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days after that the swelling should have gone completely 
and we can meet. Shall | go there ? Or you come here ? | need 
hardly tell you with what breathless hopes | await the 
moment when we are truly joined at last without impediment ! 
Look to your laurels, Clive—the field may never have been 
planted, but the soil is all the richer for it! 
Love, 
Wanny. 


From Clive Entwhistle to Lewanda Wheygill : 
March 29 
Sunday Night 
Cambridge 
Dear Wanny, 

| enjoyed my visit to New York. The Mozart evening at 
Town Hall was well worth the trip, and it was nice to see 
you again. 

Now Wanny. As painful as it is to me, | must come straight 
to the point—in a thousand little ways, you have begun to 
handle me again, and | must tell you that unless you can 
bring these little overtures to a stop, we shall have to break 
off seeing each other. | know that what has happened is not 
your fault. | Know that it is foremost in your plans to put 
things right. But as things now stand, | think you will 
appreciate that if there is one thing more off-putting than an 
outsize nose, it’s no nose whatsoever. 

| have no doubt that the situation can be righted. | have 
no doubt that the unspeakable MacWurlitzer will be found 
and brought to Justice, and that what one plastic surgeon 
has put asunder, so to speak, another plastic surgeon may 
join—but until such time as this is done do not, pray, expect 
from my sensibilities that which they would, but cannot, 
deliver. 

If my terms are understood and agreed to, nothing would 
please me more than for us to continue soulmates. After all, 
dear Wanny, what /s sex in the last analysis but another snare, 
another caprice, another heartless pleasantry of the Gods ? 

Yours, 
Clive. 


THE NUDIES 


SON OF SAT YNCON 


or: ONCE MORE, WITHOUT FELLINI.. . 


TEXT BY ROGER FINBOROUGH/PHOTOGRAPHS BY ANTONIO SANSONE/GLOBE 


Woe Federico Fellini decided that the time had barking on a film of the same story, preparations on 
come for him to make a film of the Satyricon, a_ both sides were well advanced. A mighty brouhaha 
steamy little script that had been kicking around since hit the Italian cinema as each indignantly tried to 
the 4th century AD, ) . pressure the other to 
there was one hazard he abandon his project. 
had not reckoned on: Neither would hear of 
the same idea _ had it, and bitter accusations 
simultaneously occurred and recriminations dis- 
to another Italian movie turbed the Roman 
director, right there in scene. For a while it 
Rome. The director in seemed as_ though 
question was Gianluigi neither version would 
Polidoro, and by the get on to celluloid. 

time the two discovered But, all being bare in 
—to their consternation love and war, Gianluigi 
—that each was em- Polidoro resolved the 
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matter with typical Italian spirit by just getting on with his shooting 
in the hope of beating Fellini to the screen. Fellini duly proceeded 
too, and his version—undoubtedly the more prestigious of the two 
—has become well known in the US. But, assuming the purpose of 
the pictures to be a portrayal of the lust and depravity chronicled by 
Petronius Arbiter, it would be difficult to argue that the old movie 
master had outdistanced his competitor, as these pages testify. 

An erotic classic, the Satyricon is Petronius’s account of the 
decadence of ancient Rome in the time of Nero. Episodic in concept, 
it is keyed to a character called Encolpius, a poet/sponger/loafer, 
who wanders through a series of amorous and amoral escapades in 
the company of two equally dissolute associates, Ascyltus and Giton. 
Their prurient peregrinations culminate in an infamous dinner in the 
house of Trimalchio, played by the star of Polidoro’s version, Italian 
comedian Ugo Tognazzi. 

Apparently a team-man all the way, Tognazzi was a rich source of 
caustic remarks about Fellini. It began when Fellini, in an interview, 
announced that Tognazzi would be appearing in A/s version of 
Satyricon. He did this after Tognazzi had begun work with Polidoro. 
“It was typical of Fellini,” says Tognazzi. ‘He is always announcing 
that certain actors are going to be working for him when the actors 
know nothing about it. He never asked me to appear in his version 
and if he had | would have refused. Fellini wastes everybody's time 
in such a way as to gain time for himself. Anyhow, | am sure that 
Polidoro’s version will have a much more genuine feeling.” 

Be that as it may, both films are worthy contributions to the movie 
tradition of fascination with the lays of Ancient Rome, which has 
flourished ever since a young C. B. de Mille was megaphoning direc- 
tions to entwined and unclad extras back in the ‘20s. In Polidoro’s 


Water babies of all ages enjoy an uninhibited cavort in the 
baths and (below) Nero himself displays approval of latest 
thigh-slapper. Opposite: Rotund Roman reveller models 
daring off-the-breast design (top left), /ater retires to a couch to 
gorge herself into corpulent coma. Poet and mate register 
depraved defiance for benefit of camera. 


film, the climactic scene is the aforemen- 
tioned dinner, where no holds are barred, 
most everything is bared, and nocinema- 
goer can possibly be bored. ‘Several 
years ago’ commented Tognazzi, “we 
wouldn't have been allowed to depict a 
scene like this.” He added: 

‘Now things are a lot looser from a 
censorship point of view.” 

A remark which surely qualifies as the 
understatement of the year. Om 


Handsome house-guest (left) /ends ear to 
scandalous suggestions whispered by topless 
vti/ator. Below: Signs of exhaustion as 
strumpets pause while awaiting new excesses. 
Opposite: Couch collapses (top) under accu- 
mulated consumption by plump patrician, 
watched by busty banquet guest (below left), 
and jaded cherubs (middle right). As freakout 
frolics finally end, harried husband exhorts 
wayward wife to call it a night (bottom right), 
but she's absorbed by additional diversions. 


- - 
CO pe 
e 
yp oe 
Fat i 4 


aa ew 
en a 


Py 
Pi 
if 
+1 


\ 


( Ghitering Jewels of roca 


THE LIBRA COLLECTION 


Se 


Kees tn snes cae cunLnnEnnsESOAASES 


the 

first 
HHustrated 
adult 
fiction 

for 
decades 


Books in the Libra Collection are published in strictly limited editions and are available only to private subscribers. We cannot 


guarantee to supply copies after publication. Your opportunity to read more about these unique editions is now. Return the 
coupon today. 


To: THE LIBRA COLLECTION 
2 Bramber Road, West Kensington, London W.14. 


Please forward, without further obligation, your illustrated prospectus fully describing all your editions for 1970. | understand that your editions will 
be available to subscribers only and that copies cannot be guaranteed once each edition has been fully subscribed. (U.S.A. subscribers welcome.) 
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TERROR BY 
TELEPHONE 


“THE PSYCHO ON THE LINE 
MUST. BE CAUGHT BEFORE _ 
HE CAN BE CURED. 
“NEW DEVICES PROMISE TO 
TRACE PROMPTLY THE 

“UNINVITED CALLER. 
BY JACK HARRISON POLLACK 


bscene telephone calls terrorize 

and occasionally titillate thou- 
sands of Americans—mostly women 
—every day. Just how many are 
made across America is unknown. 
American Telephone & Telegraph 
officials have stated that more than 
three-quarters of a million anony- 
mous, obscene, harassing, abusive 
and threatening calls were reported 
to the various Bell systems last year. 
A conservative iceberg figure, 
indeed. According to police, at least 
double that many are never reported 
because the victims, men as well as 
women, are too embarrassed to 
complain. A California Congressman 
insists : “For every victim who files a 
charge, probably ten fail to take 
action”. 

Perhaps you think that these calls 
are mere whims; annoying, of 
course, but certainly not to be taken 
seriously. How cruel and dangerous 
they can be is revealed in the 
following account of a recent 
incident in a large Midwestern city. 
A 33-year-old woman was at home 
alone cleaning her house. Her 
husband was away on a business 
trip and their 11-year-old daughter 
was in school. Eagerly she answered 
her telephone ring at 3:15 p.m. 
welcoming the break in her lonely 
afternoon routine. 

At first, all she heard was a 
ponderous animal breathing. Then a 
low-pitched male voice said: 

“Hello, doll. Rernember me ? Well, 
| sure remember you. You're a lovely 
dish, Miss Hard-To-Forget. Say, you 
know what? I'd sure like to come 
over right now and climb into you 
like you've never been climbed into 


before.”’ 

Too stunned to answer or to hang 
up, the woman instinctively pulled 
down her short dress and clutched 
the receiver tighter as her mysterious 
caller continued : 

“Okay, SO you won't accept my 
proposition ? Well, | got another one 
for you. | have your daughter tied up 
and gagged in the closet here, and | 
have a 12-inch knife in my hand. 
I’m going to use it if you don't do 
everything | tell you. I’m going to 
rape and kill your daughter if you 
don't do what | say. Okay, take off 
your dress. Hurry up. Now your bra. 
Now your panties. What color are 
they? Strip for me—all the way, 
sweetie. Now repeat everything | 
SAVE «fick 

As if in a hypnotic trance, the 
woman removed all her clothes and 
spat out the unprintable words and 
description of her movements that 
her telephone tormentor was 
wheedling out of her. He then 
ordered her to perform some solo 
acts that appalled her, but which 
she was too terrified not to execute. 
Naked and shuddering, she stood a 
prisoner at her own _ telephone, 
thinking that the world had gone 
mad. Triumphantly, the man com- 
pleted his masturbation, laughed 
scornfully and abruptly hung up. 
Several minutes later, the woman's 
daughter, who had been strolling 
home from school during this call, 
found her trembling mother tightly 
covered in bed weeping hysterically. 

According to Annoyance Call 
Bureaus, the new 24-hour arm of 
larger telephone companies, most 
obscene phoners are ‘dirty young 


men” between 16 and 30. ‘Dirty 
old men are usually voyeurs,” 
explains H. W. Bugle, manager of 
the New York Telephone Company’s 
Annoyance Cali Bureau. 

Filthy phoners are classified by 
these bureaus into such categories 
as strangers, former or separated 
spouses, disappointed suitors, 
business enemies, embittered 
relatives and vengeful oramusement- 
seeking neighbors. 

Most obscene callers are ‘‘Russian 
roulette dialers’’ who pick female 
names indiscriminately from the 
phone book or just dial until a 
woman answers. Some _ dial-a- 
victim males telephone women late 
at night and with elaborate inno- 
cence ask: “Did | wake you, 
darling 7?’ One youth of 16 who did 
so, after extolling his sexual 
prowess, asked an unknown female: 
“Say, can | come over right now and 
lay you?” Before hanging up, the 
woman laughingly replied: ““Young 
man, 40 years ago | would have 
been flattered by your proposition. 
She happened to be a spirited 
83-year-old great-grandmother. 

Few obscene callers keep the 
“dates” they make with their 
victims. “These males have infantile 
anxiety about their sexual powers,” 
explains a New England psychiatrist. 
“Some men must see a reaction 
from a female. Obscene telephoners 
must hear it. If a woman doesn't 
answer or respond, they derive no 
pleasure. They have _ difficulty 
maintaining a warm normal man- 
woman relationship even when they 
are married. They need vicarious 
gratification and the telephone 


seems a safe outlet to them.” 

Dr. Raoul P. Nadler, a New York 
psychiatrist, who recently published 
a unique study in a medical journal 
titled “‘“Approach to the Psycho- 
dynamics of Obscene Telephone 
Calls,” found that males making 
obscene calls are generally sexual 
exhibitionists, who are either im- 
potent, insecure or have been 
rejected by women. But they are not 
dangerous sex maniacs on the loose. 

“The telephone is a projection 
in his verbal exhibitionism,” explains 
Dr. Nadler. “The exhibitionist tries 
to bolster his potency by including 
awe or fright, especially when alone 
or intolerably anxious.” 

Obscene and other crank callers 
were formerly slow and difficult to 
catch. Recently, the telephone com- 
panies have developed several in- 
genious electronic devices which, 
when installed in the home of the 
victim, trap the offender with the 
speed and efficiency associated 
with the electronic age. Basically 
there are four detection devices. 

The Trap Circuit is a small 3-by-5 
inch box invisibly attached to the 
line of a victim receiving abusive 
calls. It is an adaptation of standard 
equipment used daily by telephone 
technicians to test lines and check 
out trouble spots. 

The “trap’’ introduces a_ false 
“trouble” in the annoyed person’s 
line so that future incoming calls 
are recorded on cards in the tele- 
phone company’s central office. It 
creates an interference too slight to 
be observed by anyone on the 
phone, yet powerful enough to 
switch on a “trouble recorder’ 


whenever the phone is in use. When 


, employed to track down obscene or 


offensive calls it prints on a card 
the time, date and each called 
number and calling number when 
on the same exchange. If not on the 
same exchange, it identifies the 
exchange from which the call 
Originated so that similar tracing can 
be done there. When a victim's 
record of abusive calls jibes with 
the telephone company’s, these 
punched cards make catching the 
culprit infinitely easier. 

The Tone Set is a larger (6-by-10- 
by-4 inch) and more expensive box 
transmitter, connected by wire to the 
outside of the annoyed person’s 
phone with a simple on-and-off 
switch. When an objectionable call 
is received, the switch is flipped on. 
Instantly, a high frequency tone 
(20,000 cycles) that cannot be 
heard by either victim or caller, is 
sent over the air. 

But a telephone switchman can 
hear it. Thanks to his high-powered 
receiver, an alarm bell sounds in the 
exchange office and a signal lights 
up. A switchman puts on special 
earphones that are connected to an 
electric probe. This enables him to 
hear the high frequency tone coming 
over the line. He can then trace 
the call through banks of relay 
switches to a trunk line leading to 
an exchange office. Another 
alerted switchman can make a 
similar trace of the caller's phone 
number which is then checked in 
subscriber listings and _ generally 
reported to the police. This speedy 
method of alerting the central 
telephone office to tracing a call 


is usually used in “hot” police cases. 
The Single Digit ‘4°’, developed 


_ by the Illinois Bell Telephone Com- 


pany and now secretly used by other 
Bell system companies (which 
Operate about 84% of all US 
phones), is a “Line Identification” 
box connected to a complaining 
victim’s line in the exchange office. 
It is the simplest, yet most sophisti- 
cated and highly guarded weapon 
in the AT&T arsenal. 

Whenever an annoyance call is 
received, the single digit ‘4’ is 
dialed before the caller has time. 
to hang up. Even if he hears the 
dialing, the call is “locked in.’ His 
line is frozen in the exchange office 
after he has hung up. The harassing 
caller's line goes dead. He can 
neither make not receive calls, and 
a switchman can then trace the 
lock-in line to a specific number 
before releasing it. However the 
prospective victim's line is released 
and he can quickly call the telephone 
company and furnish details about 
the abusive call, including helpful 
information about the type and 
duration of the call, speaking voice 
of the caller, and usual background 
noises which aid in corroborating 
the identity of the phone phantom. 

The Pen Register has been 
developed for a different purpose. 
After a suspect is identified by one 
of the mentioned devices or by the 
annoyed person, the Pen Register 
enables the telephone company 
to secure positive admissible legal 
evidence. It is a large shallow three- 
feet-long box that is connected to 
the prime suspect's line in the local 
exchange office. Whenever he 


rT 


makes a call, the Pen Register auto- 
matically records on a roll of moving 
paper tape—like a stock market 
ticker tape—in dots, dashes and 
lines all the telephone numbers he 
has called as well as the time and 
date. 

When the statistics of this tape 
match those of the victim, the 
telephone company can offer it to 
the court as admissible evidence. 
Thanks to these devices, obscene 
callers will find it increasingly 
difficult to get away with their 
schizoid emotings even when they 
use public telephone booths. A 
Californian operator, who received 
an obscene call from a male phoner 
in New York City, kept him on the 
wire while starting, through a 
complex communications web, to 
trace him via automatic relays over 
varied Bell Systems. Twenty-eight 
minutes later, two detectives strolled 
up to a booth near Times Square and 
arrested the culprit who was still 
propositioning the canny operator 
on the other side of the US. 

Canadian telephone companies 
also have developed a series of 
detection devices. CHADO (Call 
Hold and Dial Out) is used by the 
Bell System in Toronto. When an 
obscene call is received, the digits 
“11” are dialed. This ‘locks in” the 
incoming call—even if the phoner 
has hung up—and activates an 
alarm in the telephone exchange 
office. The call can then be traced. 
MOM (Marker Outgoing Match) 
is a high-speed tracer that records 
on a computer card the number 
called, calling number and time of 
the call. Telephone investigators and 
police can take over with this 
information. 


86 PENTHOUSE 


Still other contraptions called 
MAN (Monitor Applique Network), 
FROM (Frame Output Monitor), 
and UNCLE (Unattended Nuisance 
Call Listening Equipment) are all 
now in the experimental stage. They 
employ the most advanced com- 
puters and will allow telephone 
networks to trace any call at a 
central detection office within ten 
seconds. 

The type of detection device that 
is needed is determined by the 
available switching equipment and 
by the number of central offices 
that are involved. The new central 
offices are now _ automatically 
equipped with all the necessary 
electronic machinery. 

Today, all 50 states have passed a 
law dealing with phone offenders. 
The penalties vary, but usually 
consist of a 1000-dollar fine and a 
year in jail for each abusive call. In 
1968 a US law (90-299) made 
anonymous interstate obscene and 
abusive calls a federal offense. 

Aside from the latest electronics 
traps there are other proven and 
simple ways of dealing with anony- 
mous callers. Some women have 
used practical psychology. After 
receiving a licentious call one lady 
inquired nonchalantly: “Why don’t 
you like women ? Were you always a 
latent homosexual ?”’ The enraged 
phoner hung up. 

A hep young New York career 
woman keeps a police whistle by 
her telephone. Whenever she 
receives an obscene call, she blows 
it loudly into the mouthpiece. The 
only twist to this solution is that the 
would-be tormentor could easily 
call back later and blow the whistle 


on her. Oj 
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GROQM AT THE TOP........ 


Why should deodorizers ‘‘take the place 
of the lingering aroma of fresh-ground 
coffee or sizzling bacon and eggs—the 
robust smells of a gourmet kitchen filled 
with the aromatic joys of herbs, spices 
and the pungent odors of garlic, cheese 
and sauces ? We have become a scent- 
less society, eating mild-smelling steaks 
and hamburgers, sipping light wines and 
odorless cheese so as not to offend.” 
The surprising source of these senti- 
ments is Stephen H. Mayer, who is 
president of the makers of English 
Leather toiletries for men. 

As Mayer sees it, the sense of smell is 
“the second most valuable sense we 
have’. He believes we should make the 
most of it, and considers that it offers 
One more opportunity for the individual 
to emphasize his personality—by be- 
coming identified with a particular 
fragrance. Of course the fragrance must 
accentuate manliness and project a 
well-groomed impression. The man 
who misses out on this opportunity 
forgoes an important part of his image. 

Mayer, 55 and Vienna-born, also finds 
a connection between this philosophy 
and the current problem of air and water 
pollution. ‘Being aware of odors in the 
air we breathe is a start,”” he says. Auto 
engines and outboard motors, essential 
in the pursuit of faster locomotion, 
contaminate both the air we breathe 
and the water we drink, bathe in and 
fish in. It is calculated that each Ameri- 
can contributes about one ton of solid 
wastes to our waterways each year. 
This is a field, Mayer feels, where the 
odor-conscious citizen must take the 
initiative. “If we notice and complain 
about unpleasant odors to - our 
Congressmen, to industry and to local 
wily : legislative leaders, we can bring pres- 

English Leather e sure to bear on the offenders.” 
TIMBERLINE - Reasonably enough, coming from the 

s ; president of the MEM Company Inc., 
Mayer also advocates exerting what he 
calls “a positive influence” on the 
atmosphere. “Fighting pollution in a 


4 


COLOGNE personal way means being sure your 
ss cara me wots 9 2 body exudes a pleasant fragrance. 
WET A FL O25: MADEN US A Women should use more perfume and 


toilet water. Men should use more 
grooming aids, from soap to cologne, all 
with the same scent, like English 
Leather.” 

After all, as he remarks, “most big 
Pollution fighter ? Let the odor conscious citizen take the initiative. projects have to start small.” 


88  pENTHOUSE 


CLASSICAL 
CURLS 


It looks like another hairy year ahead. 
Long hair for men is on the way out 
and curly hair, styled the way the 
ancient Greeks and Romans used to 
wear it, is on the way in. This, according 
to Coiffure Masculine, a consumer 
education council for men’s hair 
fashions and cosmetics, means that 
men, becoming more moderate in their 
tastes, will resort to short, casual, curly 
hair that is easy to manage and control. 
Like which twin has the Toni, Georgie 
or Charles ? 

Elsewhere, Adonis For Men (Louis 
Jaari, president) predicts an _ early 
emergence of hi-fashion wigs—curly 
stretch wigs as well as more conven- 
tional styles. The Adonis, which can be 
combed into any style, slips easily onto 
the head and eliminates the need for 
spirit gum or tape. Fitting is important. 
If you wear one that’s too small, your 
eyeballs tend to bulge out. 

Another new trend is the Combo- 
Weave for men, a hairpiece woven onto 
the head, offering the wearer all the 
advantages of a hairpiece, plus those 
of hairweaving. Pieces of hair either 
pinned or woven into the wearer's own 
hair are used to create something of a 
semi-Adonis look. The little hairpieces 
are called “Curly Corners.” 


HONEYMOON 
ROGER 


Getting married this month? Couldn’t 
happen to a nicer guy. (June is a big 
month for that sort of thing.) Of course, 
there are a few ground rules to know 
about your role when the day of days 
comes, and a handy little free booklet is 
produced by the Speidel Corporation, 
makers of British Sterling cologne. Send 
to /7O Ship Street, Providence, R.I., 
02902, along with a stamped, self- 
addressed envelope. The name of the 
booklet, by the way, is Groom at the 
Top (we're flattered). 

Speaking of brides and grooms, the 
Pocono Honeymoon Resort Associa- 
tion informs us that the average age for 


honeymooners today is between 18 and 
25. Many young couples are sports 
enthusiasts and met for the first time 
violently: they bumped heads under- 
water while scuba-diving, collided at the 
bottom of a ski slope, or crashed into 
one another while skating. 

Although the Pocono resorts, a group 
of hotels in the Pocono Mountains 
region of northeast Pennsylvania, are 
fast replacing Niagara Falls as the 
nation’s No. 1 hutch for honeymooners, 
they've got to be seen to be appreciated. 
Champagne corks are already popping 
as most of them prepare for the June 
onslaught of beamy-eyed couples who 
will cross over the Kissing Bridge and 
splash romantically in heart-shaped 
swimming pools. ‘‘Watch out for Dears 
Crossing,” says one sign. 

A comfortable 1,800 feet high, the 
Pocono Mountains contain some of the 
most beautifully scenic spots anywhere 
—trees and deep sweeping inclines, 
lakes and ginger-colored brooks, but 
the scenery outside the resorts doesn't 


even touch the scenery inside. All 
private love nests, accommodations 
range from royal suites to Italian 
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mountain villas, ground-level Colonial 
mini-mansions and Danish modern 
cliff-hangers. 

Furnishings include king-sized 
circular beds with white bridal-veil 
canopies draping diaphanously down 
from high ceilings. 
coffee-makers are standard and many 
rooms feature two television sets, a 
black and white set by the bed and 


color in the living room. There are love 


seats, of course, and, wood-burning 
fireplaces that work. 

Bathrooms are tavish. One is 18 by 20 
feet, carpeted wall to wall. It contains a 
deep step-down Roman _ bathtub. 


Another has a heart-shaped sunken. 


tub lighted from above by a gigantic 
crystal chandelier. There are his ‘n’ her 


Bedside electric. 


bathrooms for the shy ones, and others 
with bidets. Services at the love-inns 
run the gamut—attendants specially 
trained in removing paint, chalk and 
soap from cars, breakfast served in bed 
until 1:30 in the afternoon, and prob- 
ably the only maids in the world who 
don't knock weakly on the door and 
then come crashing in. 


FASHIONABLE 
HATRED 


Famed German zoologist Konrad Lorenz 
said at a recent news conference that 
technical changes such as the rapid 
improvement of mass transportation and 
communication has produced a world- 
wide youth rebellion in which the young 
dress more like each other than like 
their elders. Youths of today have 
begun to have a natural hatred, he said. 
They don’t dress the way they do 
because they like it but because the 
older generation ais/ikes it. 

Next he'll be telling us that new cars 
out of Detroit will be dropping running 
boards and rumble seats in favor of 
more streamlined designs. 


SHARPER 
SHAVING 


Publicity release for Charles of the Ritz’s 
new Raffia lime-scented after shave and 
shave lather ($7.00) is titled: ‘For the 
Lime of His Life.” 


LEGS 
LATEST 


After years of looking at the curves in 
women's legs, it appears we may 
suddenly begin looking at the stripes 
in them. At least that’s if a new style in 
stockings, previewed recently at the 
New York Couture Business Council 
fashion showings in Manhattan, catches 
on. (See cut.) 


ADULTERY GAMES 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 22 


@ Games of Concealment seem to be aimed at keeping an affair 
decently hidden, but may have numerous other motives, from bugging 


a spouse to having a ball 


marriage, it’s really a moral act. 

Game Is highly effective when played 
against One’s conscience, but less so 
against Mistress, who has various 
counterattacks, the most potent being 
the use of counter-intelligence—i.e., the 
smuggling of information to Mate in the 
form of anonymous tip-off letters, 
midnight phone calls to A., or bites and 
scratches inscribed upon A.’s_ body. 
Game is least effective against Mate, 
who may counter with “Goose and 
Gander” (see below), or may blow the 
whistle and invoke the off-limits penalty, 
a strategy known.as /’m seeing my 
lawyer in the morning. 

We turn now to Games of Conceal- 
ment, all of which seem aimed at keep- 
ing the affair decently hidden but which 
have other and more important pur- 
poses. Consider, for instance Catch me 
if you can. A game primarily for the 
No-Good Bum Who Just Can't Stay 
Away From It. After being caught out by 
Mate and passing through a marital 
crisis, he swears to stay on the reserva- 
tion; Mate, however, knows he doesn't 
mean it, he knows she knows, and she 
knows he knows she knows. Stage is 
now set for match play: Adulterer 
continues to be a No-Good Bum, but 
covers his tracks better, lies more 
thoughtfully, and acts absolutely inno- 
cent; Mate continues to suspect, snoop, 
and play detective, but acts as if she 
believes in his innocence. For him, the 
purpose of the game is not so much to 
enjoy extra-marital.sex as to flim-flam 
his Mate; for her, the purpose is not so 
much to learn the awful truth as to get 
the goods on him and then make him 
suffer. Sample items of flim-flam tech- 
nique : 

The ‘standing excuse’’—the regular 
night out with clients, poker com- 
panions, etc., that needs no further 
excuse, and guarantees him time off; 

The “beard,” or single friend who acts 
as decoy companion when Adulterer 
wants to take Mistress to some public 
place; 

Separate bank .account, unknown to 
Mate, on which to draw for dinners, 
motels, gifts, abortions ; 


Adulterer’s Kit: dispatch case 


equipped with clean shirt, extra under- | 
wear, toothbrush, etc., in order to assure 


return home in condition to pass 
inspection. 
Samples of Mate’s detection methods: 
The emergency (sick child, power 
failure, etc.) which justifies asking the 


fuzz to locate him; 
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Search procedures: minute examina- 
tion of his clothing, of Paid Bill file, of 
the car; when possible, close scrutiny of 
his person, especially his back; 

Question-and-Answer Session: test- 
ing for holes in cover story by asking 
where he went, whom he saw, what 
they said, what he said, what he ate, 
color of the carpet in the lobby, etc., etc. ; 

Performance Test: solicitation of sex 

as soon as he returns from suspicious 
trip or absence, failure to perform being 
strong Circumstantial Evidence against 
him. 
Scoring: Adulterer is in the lead as 
long as he maintains score of 75 or more 
on the Hunt Credibility Scale; loses 
game below 25 points. Each contra- 
diction, hesitation, or implausible ex- 
planation within a one-month period 
costs him 1 to 5 points. Failure to meet 
Performance, 10 points; if twice in one 
month, 25; if three times, 75. Lipsticked 
cigarette butt under car seat, even if 
explained away, 50 points. “Mr-and- 
Mrs’’ hotel bill from business trip, 75 
points. Love-letter in coat pocket auto- 
matically awards game to Mate. 

Exciting as ‘Catch Me” sounds, it is 
tame stuff compared to Chicken. 
Highly competitive game between the 
two lovers. Apparent purpose: to risk 
exposure in order to be with each other. 
Real purpose: to outdo each other in 
demonstrating their love. Game con- 
sists of a graduated series of dares 
offered by either player until one 
chickens out and concedes. A typical 
match between two married. lovers 
might go as follows : 

Adulterer takes Mistress to crummy 
dives for dinner until she hints that he’s 
playing it safe, doesn’t love her enough 
to take a chance; he then takes her to 
first-class downtown restaurants, 
memorizing a cover story to use If seen, 
but shaking like a leaf. 

They phone each other only by day, 
but one night, working late, A. calls M. 
at home, says he felt an overpowering 
need to hear her voice. M. quivers, 
rallies, covers up in front of her husband, 
later suggests code phrases to A. for 
future calls. 

They make it in his car until M. says 
it’s degrading, and A. risks a local motel 
or even a midtown hotel. A. then 
challenges by suggesting they meet at 
her house in midday. M. falters, rallies, 
outpoints A. by suggesting her house in 
late afternoon. 

While M.’s husband is on a long trip, 
she asks A. if they can see each other 


during the weekend, even if only at the 
big Saturday night party at his house. 
He finds a “beard” to bring her, then 
plays his finest point by taking M. over 
to his wife, introducing them, telling 
wife how much they have in common, 
and leaving M. to chat with his wife. 
Suffering severe palpitations, she gets 
through it somehow, but later tells A. 
she’s backing off; she can’t face that 
again, and they should be more careful. 
CHICKEN ! 

When one of the foregoing Games of 
Concealment is imperfectly played and 
Mate becomes aware of the truth, she 
sometimes chooses not to fight back 
directly but by means of another Game 
of Concealment known as Goose and 
gander. Guiding principle of this game 
is simple: “What's good for the goose 
is good for the gander”, or, less light- 
heartedly, “I'll fix you, you bastard”’. 
But although the apparent aim is 
revenge, Mate usually keeps her extra- 
marital acts secret, because she may in 
fact have another aim altogether—to 
have a ball. 

Two variations of “G & G” have come 
to my attention: 

Variation#1: Mate lets Adulterer know 
that she is aware of his infidelities ; acts 
anguished but helpless, her apparent 
suffering making him feel terrible while 
she solaces herself elsewhere, the un- 
fairness of this doubling her score and 
her pleasure. 

Variation #2: Mate asks Adulterer to 
tell all, promises to forgive and to be 
understanding. A. does so. Mate, now 
armed with data, sets out to match A.’s 
record point for point: e.g., if he did it 
with her best friend, she goes after /is 
best friend: if he tried black women, 
she tries black men; if he bought it, she 
turns a trick. 

We pass on now to a brief considera- 
tion of Games of Juggling, in which the 
real object is to juggle the affair and the 
marriage without dropping and breaking 
either. The problem is to keep Mistress 
(or, less often, Lover) convinced that 
the situation should be maintained as 
is, and that there is no good end to be 
served by jeopardizing or breaking up 
the existing marriage or marriages. One 
such game is Keep it light. 

Adulterer’s strategy is to maintain, 
from first to last, that the affair is some- 
thing extra (and wonderful) in his life 
and Mistress’s, but should never be 
allowed to harm either of their marriages. 
He serves advance notice that he can 
play only as long as the game is light 
and gay. M., of course, seeks to earn 
points by increasing the level of 
emotion and the frequency of meetings. 
A. defends by praising his marriage, 
being terribly busy, picking fights, acting 
bored. If M. resorts to such desperate 
tactics as showing signs of suffering or 
overtly indicating that she is falling in 
love with A., he may call a foul and 
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AN AMAZINGLY RAPID AND EFFECTIVE WHAT IS THIS SENSATIONAL NEW “SAUNA BELT’? The Sauna Belt is made 
from a special non-porous plastic material. It is completely different from 
NEW WAISTLINE REDUCER any other belt on the market that makes waist reducing claims. The Sauna 


Belt is placed around your waist, directly against the body, and rea by use 

GUARANTEED TO TAKE FROM1T0 3 bascon Re the nett ts intated it wl ght sround you wast an 
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INCHES OFF YOUR WAISTLINE IN JUST yoshi eae ga ad nite 
3 DAYS OR YOUR MONEY REFUNDED eae ee ith this remarkable belt This wil take just a few minutes 
and then you will relax, while leaving the belt in place on your waist, for 

another 20 minutes or so. That is all there is to it. This inflated belt is 


The Incred ble New specially designed to provide resistance to the movements and to provide 


heat and supporting pressure to every area of your waist—back, front and 


sides—and when you remove the belt—voila!—a tighter, firmer waistline 
from which the excess inches are already beginning to disappear. 
HOW LONG MUST | USE THE SAUNA BELT? That depends on your goals — 


how many inches you want to lose from your waistline and the rate at 


which your body responds. Each person’s body make-up is different, there- 
fore the degree of loss will vary with individuals. It is recommended that 
you use the belt for a few minutes each day for 3 days in a row when you 
first get the belt and then about 2 or 3 times a week until you have 


achieved your maximum potential for inch loss. After that, for waistline 
maintenance, you can use the belt about twice a month, or as often as 
you feel the need. Many, many people lose an inch or more the very 
first day they use the belt. There are those who have lost as much as 
3 inches on their waistlines from just one session with this ‘magic’ 
belt. The results from the Sauna Belt have been dramatic, to say 
the least, but whatever speed and degree of inch loss your par- 
ticular metabolism allows you with this belt, remember this: 
You must lose from 1 to 3 inches from your waistline in just 
3 days or you may return the belt and your entire pur- 
chase price will be immediately refunded. 


SAUNA BELT — the first really new idea in slender- 
izing in years produces sensationally rapid results 
in reducing the waistline—for men or women—and 
without the need for dieting. Users report unbe- 
lievable results like these —results which speak 
for themselves: 
Bob Butler: “The Sauna Belt has helped me to melt 
the inches away —2 inches off my waistline the first 
time I used it —a total loss of 4 inches in 6 days.” 
NOTHING ELSE LIKE IT...AND THE PRICE IS ONLY $9.95. 
Nothing else that we have tried, nothing else that we 
have seen, nothing else that we know of can give 
the sensationally rapid results in reducing the 
waistline as does the incredible new Sauna Belt. 


Karl Hoagland: “Always a great skeptic — for the 

first time a product did what it claimed. Using the 
Sauna Belt twice in one week, I lost 24% inches from - 
my waistline. A ‘Blue Ribbon’ for Sauna Belt.” 


H. J. Faircloth, Jr.: “Lost 442 inches from my waist in 
just one week. Magnificent thing! Outstanding prac- 
tical results. I’d order over and over again.” 


E. J. Maloof: ‘Following the recommended usage I 
found the Sauna Belt to be totally effective. It took 
2 inches off my waist the first time I used it— 
a total of 5 inches in just 3 weeks.” al 


1. Slipthe beltaround 2. After your exer- 3. Then remove the 
your waist—inflate— cises, you simply re- Sauna Belt. Your waist 
and you are ready to lax for about 20 min- will already feel tight- 
do your two ‘magic’ utes while keeping er and trimmer. Many 
waist reducing exer- the belt around your have lost an inch or 
cises: 5 to 10 min- waist. more the very first 
utes, day. 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. We are so convinced that the Sauna Belt is the 
fastest, surest, most convenient, most comfortable, most sensationally 
effective waistline reducer ever discovered that we offer this unconditional 
Money Back Guarantee: Man or woman, if your waistline is not 1 to 3 
inches smaller after using the Sauna Belt for only 3 days, you may simply 
return the belt to us and your money will be refunded promptly and 
without question. So” if you want a trimmer, slimmer, firmer, aie 
tighter waistline and you want it now—send for your a 
Sauna Belt today and discover what a remarkable A 
difference it can make in the way you —_» 3 xn? 
look and the way you feel. It will _- apg Mary 
be the best investment in KO 2 . 
your appearance you ~~. momyosy 99° 
will ever make. Ky oe 
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penalize her (by going home early), call 
for time out (“Let's cool it for a few 
weeks, Okay ?’’), tell her to abide by the 
rules or head for the showers (‘That's 
the way it is, baby”), or even call the 
game altogether (“I’m doing this for 
your own good”). 

Where A. is uncomfortable playing a 
hard-driving game like this, he may feel 
more at ease with It’s killing me. 
Here he—game can actually be played 
by either sex—is in love with Mistress, 
but also with Mate. His apparent aim Is 
to make the right decision: i.e., either to 
give up Mistress or to ask Mate for a 
divorce. Real aim is to juggle, keeping 
things going by (1) professing love for 
both, (2) manifestly suffering over his 
impossible choice, and (3) entreating 
Mistress to love him, to be understand- 
ing, and to give him time. Skilful players 
of /t’s killing me can prolong the game 
for many months, and some recorded 
cases have lasted for years. The true 
virtuoso can even play in a three-handed 
game where he Is asingles player against 
the two-player opposition of both 
Mistress and Mate. This form of play is 
akin to the bastard game of tennis 
known as Canadian doubles, and like 
the latter is suitable, on the singles end, 
only for the top-seeded player. 

The most important Game of Juggling 
is the one known as Bad boy. Player's 
apparent aim is to confess his sins to 
Mate for the good of the marriage, 
promising to be faithful thenceforth. 
Real aim, however, is to make her play 
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Mama to his Bad Boy, applying mild 
punishment, forgiving him, and 
threatening nothing more drastic for 
future naughtiness. Essential to success- 
ful play is the ability to summon up 
convincing repentance, using one or 
more of the approaches expressed by 
the following formulae : 

| know now how little she means to 
me. 

I've been a fool. 

How could | have hurt you like this ? 

Can you ever forgive me ? 

Believe me, it will never happen again. 

| deserve whatever | get. 

Key feature of expert play is the subtle 
transmission of the idea that Player has 
a weak character, could not help him- 
self, means to be faithful from now on, 
but probably will err again in future. If 
Mate scolds and forgives him despite 
this, Player has won, and may be able to 
juggle successfully for many years. 

Let us turn now to our final category, 
Games of Collusion, in which infidelity 
comes about by means of cooperation 
between the married persons. The co- 
operation is, however, generally con- 
cealed, as in Try and make me. Very 
subtle two-handed game between nus- 
band and wife. Player #1 (can be either 
sex) believes self to be true-blue and 
invulnerable to temptation ; makes a big 
pitch about it in the general form: “| 
couldn't, | wouldn't, nothing could ever 
make me”. Thus challenged, Player #2 
sets about, usually unconsciously, to 
put #1 to the test, e.g., by leaving him or 
her alone with a seductive person of the 
right sex. He may, for instance, bring a 
notoriously lecherous buddy home for 
dinner only to realize that he forgot 
about an important evening business 
conference and has to leave them alone 
for a couple of hours. He plays his hand 
as if it were “‘l trust you implicitly’, but 
his hidden wild cards make it “You're no 
damned good, and | can prove it’’. As in 
“Brinkmanship”, therefore, both players 
win only when they seem to lose; 1.e., 
#1 wins by losing the fight to be 
faithful, #2 wins by being cuckolded. 

Sometimes the game is initiated by #2, 
rather than #1, in which case it is called 
I dee-double-dare you. Player #2 is 
himself (or herself) unfaithful and guilty 
about it. To alleviate guilt, he challenges 
#1 by his absolute trust (Which says, in 
effect, that she is incapable of feeling 
anything) or else by asserting his belief 
that she'd like to do it, like everyone 
else, but just hasn't got the guts. It is 
surprising how often this gambit, if 
pressed hard, will succeed in winning; 
i.e., in putting the horns on his own 
head. 

A variation of this game, which has 
somewhat different purposes, is Be my 
guest. Player #1 and Player #2 invite 
some third person into their home— 
usually a man—and then set him up, 
making it clear, by their manner and 


various. allusions, that theirs is a 
Permissive Marriage and that the Guest 
is welcome to make a try. The goal, 
however, is not to prove the wife's 
weakness of character, as in 7ry and 
make me, but to give the husband, a 
latent fag, his indirect jollies. Wife, for 
her part, benefits directly; being stuck 
with a twerp of a husband, she needs 
just what the game gives her. 

Beneath the benign surface of Be my 
Guest, therefore, trouble bubbles and 
boils. But it is nothing compared to the 
problems hidden in the roughest game 
of all How’d you make out? The 
game presupposes an Understanding 
between husband and wife; indeed, 
more than that, a System. One such 
system is known as ‘Conjugal Vacation” 
(each goes off alone for a ski weekend, 
or a two-week Caribbean cruise, or 
whatever). Another is “Night Off’, in 
which one night a week is set aside for 
Free Play. Players may invent their own 
systems, ad /ib. 

How'd you make out is a two-handed 
game between husband and wife. 
Apparent aim: to share experiences 
with each other, i.e., to have Together- 
ness even when they swing separately. 
They go their individual ways, looking 
for extra-marital fun, then rejoin each 
other and compare notes like the couple 
in Les Liaisons Dangereuses, relishing 
each other's accounts of seductions and 
conquests in a sort of sexual Doublemint 
that doubles their fun. 

The real aim is something else agatn: 
to put each other down. Each player 
seeks to outdo the other both in actual 
performance and in the telling. As in 
tennis, where the manners are gentle- 
manly and the intent murderous, the two 
players serve, chop, and smash at each 
other in the most genteel fashion. Some 
examples : 

“Of course, darling. he wasn’t half the 
lover you are, but he was a fantastic 
specimen. | mean, I've never seen one 
that size.” 

“Three times in one evening ? Won- 
derful, baby! Great! ... Did | tell you, by 
the way, that that actress turned me on 
five times in one night ?” 

“He was just a boy, really, but a 
beautiful poetic boy. If | didn’t adore 
you, | could have gone quite mad about 
him. In fact | did, for three days.” 

The game is plainly not for the timid or 
tender. 

Let me say in conclusion that this 
does not purport to be a definitive study, 
but only a progress report of my 
preliminary findings. .| would expect 
that among the readers of this journal 
there are many whose research in this 
field has been impressive, and who 
could make a. Contribution to Know- 
ledge surpassing my own_ humble 
offering. To all such as may further this 
important work, | wish Godspeed, good 
health, and Co/tus felix. Ot 


WARDA 
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Over the next 24 hours, Ivan Akaroff 
came hurrying twice to Gorki Street in 
response to urgent summonses from 
Trickoyan. The second time around, he 
found the wayward baggage already 
lying on her tummy across the bed 
chewing an apple, skirt up, knickers 
down around her knees. 

“| didn't want to waste your time 
unnecessarily, Uncle,”” she mumbled. 
“| know you're a very busy man.” (At 
some stage it had emerged that the 
girl could, after all, speak Russian—a 
revelation that Akaroff was now too far 
gone to find mysterious, or even 
alarming.) 

Akaroff was delighted. The minx had 
given him some pretty painful kicks and 
scratches during the two previous 
engagements and he was a man who 
couldn't bear being hurt. “Very thought- 
ful of you, child,” he said, loosening 
his collar and tie. ““Just for that, you can 
take your medicine this time lying 
across my lap.” 

“And you.” Itchfloss retorted scorn- 
fully, ‘‘can kiss my arse! ! wasn’t born 
yesterday, you know.” 

“Meaning ?” her castigator frowned. 

“I've had to deal with jokers like you 
before. There was a schoolmaster in 
Yerevan who always made me—" The 
nymphet gave a harsh little laugh. 
“Forget it,” she muttered. “God forbid 
| should shock the sensibilities of a full 
and upstanding member of the presi- 
dium of the Central Committee.” 

Akaroff's steelrimmed eyeglasses were 
beginning to mist up. “You will tell me,” 
he said softly, removing the spectacles 
and snapping them into their case, 
“exactly what this depraved Yerevan 
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schoolmaster obliged you to do.” 

Itchyfloss rolled slowly over on one 
side and ran an amber-flecked gaze up 
and down the long thin Russian. 

“For the right consideration, in ready 
roubles,”’ she drawled, ‘| might even be 
persuaded to give you an actual blow- 
for-blow illustration.” 


This, of course, was the point of no 
return in Akaroff's undoing. The blow 
that finally exposed him occurred about 
12 hours later, shortly after he arrived 
at the apartment in eager response to 
another anguished SOS from Trickoyan. 

“I'm leaving you to it,”” the Armenian 
growled as he let his colleague in. 
“Me, I’m off to the Lenin Hills for some 
peace and quiet.” 

Hardly had Akaroff unbuckled his 
belt in the guest-room and counted out 
a sheaf of rouble bills when the front 
door of the apartment reopened softly 
to admit Wanda von Kreesus, in her full 
Armenian peasant gear, followed by a 
burly Swiss photo-reporter she had 
pressed into service in return -for a 
generous life annuity and the outright 
gift of her father’s unique collection of 
cuckoo-clocks. Together, they tiptoed 
down the corridor, guided by the sound 
of whacks and groans that had just 
started up. While the Swiss adjusted his 
lens, Wanda knelt at the keyhole of the 
guest-room feeding him data as to 
lighting, distances and angles. When she 
judged the moment to be ripe, she 
flung open the door and, taking care to 
give the photographer a clear view, 
sprang into the room and _ started 
screaming blue murder. 


The photograph that was to be given 
pride of place in the von Kreesus 
collection over the title “Little Flautiste 
Kneels to Face the Music” lay on 
Chairman Lammsitoff's desk in the 
‘Kremlin when the haggard Akaroff 
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stood before it the following morning. 
Lammsitoff lifted it up by a corner, with 
fastidious thumb and forefinger, and 
turned it face downwards with a 
shudder. 

“You realize,” he intoned, ‘‘that this 
.. . thing, in the wrong hands, could 
‘Wtterly destroy every atom of prestige or 
respect the Soviet Union enjoys in the 
comity of nations ?” 

Akaroff's only answer was a strangled 
sob. 

“Thanks only to Comrade Trickoyan,” 
the Chairman went on, “the mother and 
her child have been flown to a schloss 
near Zurich were they will stay in the 
care of a close friend of his, 
Mademoiselle von Kreesus. There is, 
however, absolutely no guarantée that 
their appalling story, with its brutal 
documentary evidence, will remain 
secure from our enemies. Indeed, | have 
this morning received a message from 
Wanda von Kreesus making it clear that 
her continued discretion in this matter 
will depend on our full diplomatic 
support for some scheme she has for an 
‘International Peace Force’—whatever 
that means.” 

“Don't do it, Comrade Chairman,” 
Akaroff croaked. “Exile me to Siberia! 
Demote me to road-manager for the 
Red Army Choir!” 

“lf it were in my hands,’’ Lammsitoff 
growled, “I'd make you their leading 
falsetto. Unfortunately, it’s this von 
Kreesus woman who's calling the shots, 
and she can destroy us whatever 
happens to you. Your disappearance 
from the presidium would only add 
further credence—if that were necessary 
—to the mother’s story. Let's face it, 
comrade ; we're well and truly licked !’’ 


NEXT MONTH: Five world leaders in the bag... . Only 
Red China, among the major powers, remains outside 
Wanda’s clutches. Will our anti-heroine find a chink in 
Peking’s defences? Or is she about to bite off more than 


‘she can Chou ? Don’t miss next month's pulsating episode ! 
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that they wanted to leave and while they went 
ahead, the boys scattered my clothes around, 
and then followed them. Much shaken, | 
gathered my clothes, dressed, and walked 
home. | was afraid to tell anyone about what 
had happened to me, but this episode has had a 
lasting effect upon my beliefs about girls’ 
attitudes to sexual play—J.S. (name and 
address withheld), Washington, D.C. 


When | was a boy of 13 | spent a summer on 
my uncle's farm. My uncle had twin daughters of 
16, both pretty, with long hair and fairly tall and 
robust. They taught me to milk the two cows 
and other farm chores, and as they were 
mischievous and always horsing around we got 
along very well. We used to fish in the creek 
and swim and we had a lot of fun. 

One afternoon after swimming we lay in the 
grass and the two girls started wrestling and 
Joan got Jean down on her back and sat on her 
and pinned her wrists to the ground. Well, Jean 
finally gave up, and | suggested they wrestle 
again. Jean was determined this time and after 
furious wrestling she ended up on top and 
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pinned Joan to the ground. Then Jean wanted 
to wrestle me. She was heavier than me and 
incredibly strong and she pinned me flat. Well 
my 13-year-old penis was bursting to get out of 
my swim trunks. Jean told Joan to take off my 
trunks which she did, and | didn’t struggle. Jean 
then told Joan to hold me down while Jean 
wriggled out of her bathing suit. Then Jean got 
on me again and | had never before seen bare 
breasts. Jean then took my throbbing cock into 
her and before long | climaxed. 

Then Joan took off her bathing suit and 
wanted to wrestle me. Well, wrestling a naked 
girl is something else and by the time she 
pinned me that young cock was standing up 
like a flagpole. She put it in her and this time | 
lasted much longer. 

It was an enjoyable summer and we 
frequently wrestled and ended up with sex. To 
this day whenever | see two girls wrestle, | get 
an erection.—L.V. (name and address withheld), 
Sacramento, Calif. 


Consumer reports 

Last week a friend said ‘’Here, read something 
better than Playboy.” He was right. | enjoy your 
magazine very much, and you can count me as 
a regular reader.—S/Sgt. B. Perez, HO Co. RTR, 
Parris Island, S.C. 29905. 


Viva Tony Escott (March) ! Kudos to “James” ! 
My only complaint with Penthouse: more 
pages, please. Good things can come in big 
packages too! Thanx.—A.uJ.C. (name and 
address withheld), Butte, Montana. 
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“Satin Originals for 20 Years.” 


| have just finished reading my first copy of 
Penthouse. Let me say at the outset that | have 
every copy of Playboy published during the 
last six years, further that | have a subscription 
to Playboy, and further that | am a member of 
the Playboy Club. Until today, | was a great 
reader of Playboy. | rarely read any other men’s 
magazine... until today. 

Sir, you have impressed me and you have 
impressed others. You have my full support. 
If there is anything | can do to help the growth 
of Penthouse, | am at your service. You can be 
sure that | will buy every copy of your magazine 
for the next 60 years and that | will be among 
the first to visit the New York Penthouse Club.— 
Stephen A. Signorile, Andrew Road, Manhasset, 
N.Y. 11030. 


All the way 

Since you claim that censorship is “dead”, | 
wondered why the photographs in your 
magazine don’t show the women’s vaginas. 
| strongly feel that they should be shown, and 
| feel that if you started, it would greatly 
increase circulation of your magazine.—A.C. 
(name and address withheld), Memphis, Tenn. 


Good vibrations 

My wife and | have been married for three years, 
and until recently she was unable to achieve 
orgasm, despite my trying every trick in the 
book. Or rather, | thought |'d tried every trick in 
the book until an office friend told me about 
electric vibrators. | mentioned this to my wife, 
but she professed to be revolted by the idea, 
saying that mechanical devices in sex were 
perverted and she didn’t feel that she was 
missing anything, anyway. 

Despite her discouragement | bought a 
vibrator and one evening after a party (we were 
both a little tight) | unveiled my purchase and 
persuaded her to let me apply it to her clitoris. 
The results were fantastic. Not only did she 
reach climax several times running but insisted 
that she use the vibrator on me—and | must 
admit that it was pleasurable in the extreme. 

Now, though we still make love from time to 
time in the company of our plugged-in turned- 
on partner, my wife can achieve orgasm by 
normal non-mechanical methods.—George 
(name and address withheld), Chicago, 1/1. 


Anatomic notes 
What is of more significance than a noticeably 
large. clitoris, | feel, is the size of the labia 
minora. Multiparous women of course tend to 
have: protruding labia minora, the length often 
increasing with each child, but such occur- 
rences in young women are not so common and 
may be related to the regularity of sexual inter- 
course and/or—what may be more significant— 
the age at which regular sex play begins. 
Suggestions have been made to me, which | 
find incredible, that increase in the size of the 
labia minora decreases sensitivity. Perhaps 
some of your readers may have opinions about 
the growth of the labia. | may add that during 
my student days | came across a girl of 17 whose 
labia minora normally protruded almost one 
inch beyond the labia majora. She had not 
noticed this in her early youth and had started 
regular sex play at the age of 13.—D.M. (name 
and address withheld), Peterborough, England. 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 96 
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‘London’s fabulous new Penthouse ( 
Membership tor Penthouse reé 


To readers of Penthouse International the exciting new Penthouse Club in the heart of London’s exclusive Mayfair district offers, for a limited period, 
Overseas Charter Membership at half the normal $50 rate. For a full description of the club’s unique blend of restaurants, bars, gaming and dancing, 
see the 17-page pictorial report in the March issue of Penthouse {nternational. When in London look up the delightful Penthouse Pets, some from 
the pages of the magazine itself! Just complete the application form below—as a Charter Member you will be entitled to renew your membership 


annually at this special discount. 
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To: The Selection Committee, The Penthouse Club, c/o Penthouse International 
Ltd., 1560 Broadway, N.Y., N.Y. 10036 

| | am over 21 years of age and wish to apply for Overseas Charter Membership of the 
Penthouse Club at one-half the normal fee of $50. As a Charter Member, | under- 
stand that all future renewals of my membership will be at one-half the normal fee 
and that | will be entitled to full Charter privileges at all future Penthouse Clubs 
planned to be opened. 

| MARRIED/SINGLE (delete as necessary): AGE: 
OCCUPATION: 
INCOME (dollars per annum, nearest 1,000) : 
DO YOU WISH TO APPLY FOR FREE CREDIT FACILITIES? yes/no 
Enclosed is my check/money order/cash for $25 
Note: The Penthouse Club undertakes to return in full the membership fees of anyone 
whose application is unacceptable to the Committee. 
YOUR SUBSCRIPTION IS VALID FOR ONE YEAR 


FULL NAME: 


ADDRESS: 


SIGNED; 


Please print all details 
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OIL OF LOVE 


Take of this holy oil. Touch its crystal 
beads and starfire into the silken secrets 
of your beloved...and feel its building 
warmth explode. Kama Sutra* Oil of 
Love is a slippery, musky 
smelling stain-free oil with an 
exciting hint of warmth to the 
skin. This is a highly personal 
oil compounded especially for 
the adventurous. Send $5.00 
cash, check or M.O. to Kama 
Sutra Um, 1800 North High- 
land, Los Angeles, California 
90028. Three for $10.00. 
Give it to someone you love. 


Satisfaction Guaranteed 


4 
& 
< 
= 
rs 
a 
< 
4 
bt 
* 


NEW-POWERFUL 
LONG RANGE 
RADAR DETECTOR 


RADAR SENTRY GOES POWERFUL 
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Black is beautiful 

As Norman Mailer has pointed out in his 
brilliant essay The Wahjte Negro, a primary 
motivation for the white man’s subjection of 
the black man is his fear of the black’s sexual 
prowess. As a white girl and a Vassar graduate 
who's slept with black men, let me assure you 
that those fears are well founded. My experience 
is that there is simply no comparison in bed 
between the two. Not only does a black man 
have on average a larger penis, able to stay 
erect longer, but he makes love instinctively 
and without inhibition. The white man often 
seems to be demonstrating what he has learned 
from marriage manuals. After his climax, the 
white man rolls off and lights a cigarette; the 
black man will continue with erotic talk and 
actions until he has once again (usually after a 
short time) achieved a state of arousal. 

It's no wonder then, that for two years past 
my sexual diet has consisted of Negroes exclu- 
sively. If white girls ever start experiencing 
black men in large numbers, all | can say is, 
God help the white man!—Janet (name 
withheld), Durham, North Carolina. 


Pictures, please 

It is rather a drag reading the outpatients’ reports 
(Penthouse Forum). My occupation has 
accustomed me to hearing patients’ dreams 
recounted in vivid fashion as if they had really 
happened. The drag lies in the fact that the 
majority of your correspondents have not the 
courage to publish their names, which fact 
enhances the ring of falsity in their letters. 

It would be a good idea if you insisted on 
correspondents enclosing a photo of themselves 
with letters, that it might be published with the 
letter. This would assist the professionals 
among your readers in making some sort of 
proxy analysis. It would also sort the ‘genuine’ 
psychopaths.—Arthur Henri, Bann Close, South 
Ockendon, Essex. 


Pain and Pleasure 
| do believe we are being deceived by your 


. correspondents. | can state categorically that | 


have met only one girl who stated without 
pressure that she would enjoy being beaten— 
she intimated that she would prefer to be 
punished by a strap in the usual place. She was 
undoubtedly a masochist in that during sex she 
increasingly demanded pain. To my regret | met 
her at the age of 19 and | confess | was afraid 
to implement her offer of accepting a whipping. 

The only two other women of this kind in my 
experience were a teenager who enjoyed 
flourishing and playing with a horsewhip (but 
who was so gormless that conversation about 
whether she would use it was abortive), and a 
woman of 35, who both accepted a slight 
strapping and offered to beat me (| should add 
that she'd led a life of comparative debauchery, 
exchanging men as quickly as others exchange 
suits of clothes). 

My own life therefore has not experienced 
corporal punishment of the kind described by 
your correspondents. 

Nevertheless | confess to an indescribable 
excitement when reading of punishment by the 


cane, whip, strap, etc. My first encounter with 
“graphic sadism’’ was at 12 when | read in a 
newspaper a 16-year-old girl’s letter com- 
plaining of six strokes of the strap while held 
over a gymnasium horse for the offense of 
wearing silk stockings at high school. Since 
then any report of this nature has not failed to 
excite, but almost all have had an air of 
incredulity akin to those published in Pent- 
house. 

| firmly believe that while many men would 
love to be in a society where women as a matter 
of course whipped their lovers (and reverse) — 
and | am in that group—one must accept a 
situation where, apart from consorting with 
prostitutes, any titillation of this kind will be of 
a graphic nature—Company Secretary (name 
and address withheld), Oldham, Lancashire. 


Husband's report 

| must count myself fortunate that my wife has 
two shiny, belted, black rubber macs, which 
she wears often (and, | might add, looks very 
smart in), a pair of shiny knee boots, and at 
home rubber aprons and gloves. At times rubber 
underwear and sheets take their turn. How did 
| manage it? | stopped trying to get my wife to 
understand me and tried to understand her 
instead. We both now see it as fun, which is as 
it should be. Incidentally, my wife doesn't have 
to wear rubber to get me to buy her something— 
we work in reverse. 

To all frustrated males | would give the 
following advice: (i) Stop trying to understand 
yourself, (ii) stop explaining to the girl why you 
are as you are, (iii) try to understand her view, 
(iv) treat it as fun and not something serious, 
(v) above all, stop feeling guilty or bashful, 

How do | know? We've been married 25 
years.—A.P. (naine and address withheld), 
Canterbury, Kent. 


Pop-cornered 

As a twice married (now divorced) woman of 
35 who's had her share of boyfriends, | thought 
| was familiar with all the lures men use to get 
us women into the hay. But the other day at the 
movies, | was treated to a unique (for me) 
come-on. A rather nice-looking man. was seated - 
next to me, apparently eating pop-corn from a 
box in his lap. When | glanced at him our eyes 
met, and he smiled. 

After a few more minutes, he asked me if | 
would like a bite of his popcorn, indicating the 
box in his lap. | nodded thanks, and reached 
into the box. Imagine my surprise when my 
fingers found—not pop-corn but the man’s 
erect penis, which he had thrust up through the 
bottom of the box! Shocked, | hastily withdrew 
my hand—but the man just smiled and indicated 
the box once more. 

| was so taken off guard and confused that | 
did the very last thing | would have expected of 
myself—lI reached back into the box. Shortly 
thereafter, the ‘popcorn’ fancier and myself 
left the theater together for purposes best left to 
the imagination. All of which shows, | suppose, 
that women shouldn't accept popcorn from 
strangers unless, of course, the stranger is 
attractive.—Marlene (Mrs) (name and address 
withheld), Brockton, Mass. 
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The carbon copy Kick 


he replicar phenomenon has now lasted long 
eee for a survey of the market, but first 
we'd better define the term. A replicar is a 
modern replica of some extinct and generally 
much cherished model, virtually unobtainable 
in original form except at an outrageous price 
(over $50,000 in some cases). Some replicars 
copy the original as closely as possible, and 
others take liberties with the design, either 
because of practical exigencies or because the 
producer thinks he can improve on the original. 

Here is a list of models so far duplicated as 


replicars. 
Original Copy Remarks 
1. 1927 Mercedes- Excalibur by farthe most 
Benz SS successful. 
2. 1936 Cord 810 Cord 8/10 3rd owner, shaky. 
3. 1929 Duesenberg J Duesenberg onesample 
produced. 
4. 1938 Graham Graham one.sample 
Hollywood produced. 
5. 1931 FordTudor  Glassic several built, no 
Phaeton longer in business. 
6. 1935 Auburn 851 =Auburn about 20 built, 
Speedster back-ordered. 
7. 1927 AlfaRomeo Alfa-Romeo several built, maybe 
1750 6 arein U.S.A. 
8. 1927 Bentley 44 Ruger 2 samples built, no 
litre definite plans for 
production. 


9. 1926 Safety Stutz Blackhawk 2samples built, 


production to start 
in 1970 if financing 
successful. 

one sample 
produced, 
production likely by 
Excalibur firm. 


This list does not include such miniature 
replicars as copies of the Model T, Stutz Bearcat 
(the very early type), Oldsmobile (curved dash), 
and Swift. These are not deserving of the new 
term, being all about half actual size, poor 
copies, and powered by makeshift single- 
cylinder Briggs & Stratton type engines with 
V-belt drive and other dubious compromises. 
(Prices run from $100 to $500, approximately.) 


10. 1926 Bugatti no name 


The 1927 Mercedes has been the most 
successful commercially. Conceived by the two 
oldest sons of well known industrial designer 
Brooks Stevens (David and William), the 
replicar version was based on the last Stude- 
baker Daytona V-8 chassis. The appearance is 
fairly close to the original though the Excalibur, 
as it is called, is much smaller and lower than 
the big German car. Originally they had 450 
frames left over from Studebaker and a few. 
engines. The Corvette engine quickly replaced 
the South Bend V-8 and, with frame supply 
nearly exhausted now, they will shortly adopt 
the Corvette frame in order to stay in business. 
Three body styles are offered and the price has 
steadily risen to around $9000 with the soon- 
to-be-announced new model at $12,000. 

A second project by the Stevens orothers is 
a Bugatti replica (No. 10 on the list), the first 
example of which was shown at the New York 
International Auto Show in 1967. Limited 
production of this model is now about to get 
underway, but the cars will be built and 
assembled in Europe using German Opel 
mechanical components, excent for a Chevrolet 
6-cylinder engine in the U.S. 

The Cord replicar, conceived by Glenn Pray 
of Tulsa, Oklahoma, followed, the original 
coffin-nosed Cord accurately in all detail except 
for size: the car was only 80% as large as the 
original, barring the width, which could not be 
narrowed by 80% and still seat two people in 


comfort. So it became known as the 8/10ths 


Cord. Pray designed his own chassis and 
cleverly moved the 6-cylinder Corvair power- 
plant package from rear to front—a simple way 
to get a front-wheel-drive car, as was the 
original. 

However, Pray couldn't make the operation 
profitable so he sold out. The new proprietors in 


JACKET SHIRT Front 
zip, tapered, standup 
collar. Quick drying 
Dacron Tricot in Dk. 
Blue & White or 
Chocolate & White 
stripes. Solid color 
Banlon Nylon Double- 
knit in White, Maize, 
Faded Blue. S,M/L. 
11.00 


TANK TRUNK Low 
rise tallored fit 
matches beach shirt 
In Dacron Tricot 
(Blue/White or 
Chocolate/ White 
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Banlon White, Maize, 
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CATALOG of TANK TRUNKS 


‘ t Quick drying Nylon 
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Phoenix -3903 No. 16th St. Beige,or Gold/ Orange. 

West Hollywood, Calif. s i 

8700 Santa Monica Blvd. w/trim. 26-36 8.00 
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MASTERPIECES OF PHOTOGRAPHY 


A magnificent collection of photographs from 
Europe’s largest Amateur Photo Contest with 
contributors from 29 countries including 
Austria, Czechoslovakia, Denmark, France, 
Germany, Hungary, Poland, Sweden and Rus- 
sia. Superbly printed in West Germany. 


4 VOLUMES ONLY $9.95 
NERS aus, 
GRAPHIS PRESS | Wis. 53202 


Gentlemen: Please send me the 4 volumes 
MASTERPIECES OF PHOTOGRAPHY for only 
$9.95. Payment enclosed. 
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Authentic replicas of 
famous firearms for 
your wall, office or 
den make great 
conversation pieces 


28 models of famous Civil War, 
Western, modern military, espionage 
and police guns. Prized by collectors, 
outdoorsmen as well as Western and 
military enthusiasts. 


Replica models look feel, function, 
handle—even weigh and field strip like 

originals. Yet they are completely safe— 
CANNOT BE MADE TO FIRE. All sold 
with 8-day money back guarantee. 


Shown above: Western ‘73 Carbine, 
museum quality reproduction of original 
with hand-rubbed cherry wood stock. 
No. 500, $44. No. 501 with octagonal 
barrel, S45. No. 505 Model 1866 
“Golden Boy” Carbine, $48. (Add $3.00 
postage) 


CIVIL WAR NAVY 
COLT PISTOL, favored 
sidearm of both Union and 
Confederate forces. No. 400, 
$21. No 401, with engraved cyl- 


inder, only $23. 


U.S. Service 
Gov't. 45 Auto- 
matic Pistol, No. 
300, only $17. 


OTHER 

REPLICA MODELS 

No. 101 .44 Frontier Model Single Ac- 
tion “6-Shooter” $17 
No. 100 .44 Fast Draw “Peacemaker”, 
fabled companion of Texas Rangers, 
John Wayne, etc $17 
PO8, as designed by George Luger, 
toggle action works like original. 

No. 200, 4-in barrel,.........-.. 

No. 202, 8-in barrel 

No. 204 German P-38, adopted cy 
German Army WW2 $17 
No. 104 Detective .38 Snub peyower 


ei 106 .357 Snub Revolver tmsgnur 
pe) 
No. 600 German MP-40 Schmeisser 


“Burp Gun” sub-machine gun or ma- 
chine pistol (add $3 for postage) $49.50 
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turn sold out to a third group, aiso in Tulsa, 
known as S.A.M.C.O., Inc. The 8/10ths Cord 
has now been extensively reworked to 
accommodate a 289-cu-in. Ford Y-8 engine 
with rear-wheel-drive. In the process the 
styling has been badly butchered though it 
still passes for a Cord to the layman. 

The Duesenberg was an entirely different 
kind of replicar.. Designed by Virgil Exner and 
built by Ghia of Italy it was a modern-looking 
car with a radiator shell that faintly resembled 
the original model J, and engine and chassis 
components from the Chrysler Imperial. Only 
one sample was built and the embryonic 
company failed to get financial support. Still, 
the only car was recently sold at auction for 
$35,000. 

The original Graham Hollywood used Cord 
bodies. and an ex-Graham dealer in Fort 
Wayne, Indiana, built one sample from an 
8/10ths Cord using a Graham front grille. He 
announced plans for production but obviously 
dropped the idea. 

The 1931 Ford was called a Glassic, pre- 
sumably because it was thought to be a fiber- 
glass copy of a classic. It was a poor example 
of the neat Ford 2-door phaeton, and the 
International Harvester Scout chassis didn't 
help much. A few were built and sold, however. 

Glenn Pray’s second project (after the Cord) 
is the Auburn 851, an extremely accurate repro- 
duction of the famous boat-tail speedster—so 
accurate that the original and the replica, side 
by side, cannot be distinguished from each 
other except for the latter's modern wide- 
profile tires. The 428 cu-in. engine and 4-speed 
transmission and most of the chassis are stock 
Ford. 

Quite a few examples of the great Alfa- 


Romeo classic have been reproduced in Italy 
and a few were sold in the U.S.A. Naturally, the 
engine and chassis are from the current 1750-cc 
Alfa, a potent combination for its size. The 
styling resembles the original but falls a little 
short of true perfection when compared along- 
side it. 

The Bentley. replicar-is a special case. Bill 
Ruger of gun fame built two cars at a reported 
cost of $383,000. He refuses to refer to them 
as Bentley copies but they are nearly dead 
ringers externally. The Ruger has a big 428 
cu-in. Ford engine and there are no definite 
plans to produce any more examples, though 
the car is well done and has much to recom- 
mend it. Jt was shown at the 1969 New York 
show and a price of $13,000 was mentioned 
if and when 50 cars are built. 

A new Stutz Motor Car Co. has been formed, 
and the first sample car will have a modern 
engine and a steel body. Another Bugatti is 
supposed to be coming from England, a 5/8- 
scale model of the Bugatti-type 35, powered 
by a Villiers 2-cycle single-cylinder engine. Its 
price is £1000 or about $2400. Rumors 
of other replicars are being circulated, one from 
Gainsville, Florida, another reputedly being 
under construction by the Radford body works 
in England. 

Replicars make fascinating vehicles and 
provide reliable mechanical components. And 
the prices arent unreasonable considering the 
low production. But don’t try to join the 
Classic Car Club of America because you own 
one. The Club has strict rules on what con- 
stitutes a genuine classic; and a rebodied Rolls- 
Royce is not acceptable even if it’s an exact 
copy of an earlier body type and the same year 


as the chassis. Ot _ 


Replicars of 1927 Bentley (bottom) and 1927 Mercedes-Benz. The Merc copy, the Excalibur, 
has three body styles (see overleaf for another). The Bentley, called a Ruger, is so far only a 


prototype. 
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We make this shirt 

in a luxurious blend 
of 65% Kodel polyester 
and 35% cotton. 


Absolutely not the shirt for a conformist. CREIGHTON SHIRTMAKERS, REIDSVILLE, N.C. 
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